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PBEFACE TO THE CONCLUDING VOLUME 

or 

JOHN CHRISTOPHER 

I mays written the tragedy of a generation which u nearing m 

end. I have sought to conceal neither its vices nor Us virtues, 

its profound sadness, its chaotic pride) its heroic efforts5 its 

despondency beneath the overwhelming burden of a superhuman 

task) the burden of the whole world) the reconstruction of the 

world's morality) its aesthetic principles) its faith) the forging 

of a new humanity.—Such we have been. 

You young men9 you men of to-day9 march over usy trample 

us under your feet) and press onward. B& ye greater and 

happier than we. 

For mysef I bid the soul that was mine farewell. I cast it 

from me like an empty shell. Life is a succession of deaths and 

resurrections. We must die) Christopher) to be born again. 

ROMAIN HOLLAND, 





In spite of the success which was beginning to materialise 
outside Erance, the two Mends found their financial 
position very slow in mending. Every now and then 
there recurred moments of penury when they were 
obliged to go without food. They made up for it by 
eating twice as much as they needed when they had money. 
But, on the whole, it was a trying existence. 

For the time being they were in the period of the lean 
kine. Christopher had stayed up half the night to finish 
a dull piece of musical transcription for Hecht: he did not 
get to bed until dawn, and slept like a log to make up for 
lost time. Olivier had gone out early: he had a lecture 
to give at the other end of Paris. About eight o’clock the 

^jjbrter came with the letters, and rang the bell. As a rule 
ne did not wait for them to come, but just slipped the 
letters under the door. This morning he went on knock¬ 
ing. Only half awake, Christopher went to the door 
growling : he paid no attention to wha& the smiling, 
loquacious porter was saying about an article in the paper, 
but just took the letters without looking at them, pushed 
the door to without closing it, went to bed, and was soon 
fast asleep once more. 

An hour later he woke up with a start on hearing some¬ 
one in his room : and he was amazed to see a strange face 
at the foot of his bed, a complete stranger bowing gravely 
to him. It was a journalist, who, finding the door open, 
had entered without ceremony. Christopher was furious, 
and jumped out of bed : 

“ What the devil are you doing here V5 he shouted. 
He grabbed his pillflw to hurl it at the intruder, who 

skipped back. He explained himself. A reporter of the 
Nation wished to interview Monsieur KraJHr about the 
article which had appeared in the Grand Journah 
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i JOHN CHRISTOPHER ’ 

“ What article ?” 
Haven’t you read it ?' a 

The reporter began to tell him what it was about. 
Christopher went to bed again. If he had not been so 

sleepy he would have kicked the fellow out: but it was 
less trouble to let him talk. He curled himself up in the 
bed, closed his eyes, and pretended to be asleep. And 
very soon he would really have been off, but the reporter 
stuck to his guns, and in a loud voice read the beginning 
of the article. At the very first words Christopher pricked 
up his ears. M. Krafft was referred to as the greatest 
musical genius of the age. Christopher forgot that he 

, was pretending to be asleep, swore in astonishment, sat 
.up in bed, and said : 

£ They are mad ! Who has been pulling their legs ?” 
The reporter seized the opportunity, and stopped 

reading to ply Christopher with a series of questions, 
which he answered unthinkingly. He had picked up the 
paper, and was gazing in utter amazement at his own 
portrait, which was printed as large as life on the front 
page : but he had no time to read the article, for another 
journalist entered the room. This time Christopher was 
really angry. He told them to get out: but they did not 
comply until they had made hurried notes of the furniture 
in the room, and the photographs on the wall, and the, 
features of the strange being who, between laughter and 
^uger, thrust them out of the room, and, in his nightgown, 

►k them to the door and bolted it after them. 
Lt it was ordained that he should not be left in peace 
day. He had not finished dressing when there came 

»ther knock at the door, a prearranged knock which 
only known to a few of their friends. Christopher 

med the door, and found himself face to face with yet 
lother stranger, whom he was just about to dismiss in a 

summary fashion, when the man protested that he was 
author of the article.. . . How are you to get rid of a 

who regards you as a genius ! Christopher had 
i>ily to submit to his admirer’s effusions. He was 

>d at "the sudden notoriety which had come like a 
from the blue, and he wondered if, without knowing 



perity of his paper, and the same pubhca, all seemed to 
him to be of equal importance and to be narrowly associ- 
ated. He had no doubt that any man who wronged him, 
wronged France also : and to crush an adversary he would 
in perfectly good faith have overthrown the Government. 
However, he was by no means incapable of generosity. 
He was an idealist of the after-dinner order, and loved 
to be a sort of God Almighty, and to lift some poor devil 
or other out of the mire, by way of demonstrating the 
greatness of his power, whereby he could make something 
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these things where his friend was in question. He was 
like those loving mothers, the right-living women of the 
middle-class, those irreproachable wives, who would sell 
themselves to procure any advantage for their rascally 
young sons. 

Writing for the reviews, and finding himself in touch 
with a number of critics and dilettanti, Olivier never let 
slip an opportunity of talking about Christopher: and 
for some time past he had been surprised to find that they 
listened to him. He could feel a sort of current of 
curiosity, a mysterious rumour flying about literary and 
polite circles. What was its origin ? Were there echoes 
of newspaper opinion, following on the recent perform¬ 

ances of Christopher’s work in England and Germany ? 
It seemed impossible to trace it to any definite source. 
It was one of those frequent phenomena of those men who 
sniff the air of Paris, and can tell the day before, more 
exactly than the meteorological observatory of the tower 
of Saint - Jacques, what wind is blowing up for the 
morrow, and what it will bring with it. In that great city 
of nerves, through which electric vibrations pass, there 
are invisible currents of fame, a latent celebrity which 
precedes the actuality, the vague gossip of the drawing¬ 
rooms, the negpio quid majus nascitur Iliade, which, at a 
given moment*, bursts out in a puffing article, the blare 
of the trumpet which drives the name of the new idol into 
the thickest heads. Sometimes that trumpet-blast alien¬ 
ates the first and best friends of the man whose glory it 
proclaims. And yet they are responsible for it. 

So Olivier had a share in the article in the Grand 
Journal. He had taken advantage of the interest dis¬ 
played in Christopher, and had carefully stoked it up with 
adroitly worded information. He had been careful not to 
bring Christopher directly into touch with the journalists, 
for he was afraid of an outburst. But at the request of 
the Grand Journal he had slyly introduced Christopher to 

reporter in a cafe without Ids having any suspicion. All 
SMjhese precautions only pricked curiosity, and made 

Christopher more interesting. Olivier had never had 
jf&nything to do with publicity before : he had not stopped 

p- * #r» 



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP 7 

to consider that lie was setting in motion a machine 
which, once it got going, it was impossible to direct or 
control. 

He was in despair when, on his way to his lecture, he 
read the article in the Grand Journal. He had not fore¬ 
seen such a calamity. Above all, he had not expected it 
to come so soon. He had reckoned on the paper waiting 
to make sure and verify its facts before it published 
anything. He was too naive. If a newspaper takes the 
trouble to discover a new celebrity, it is, of course, for its 
own sake, so that its rivals may not have the honour of 
the discovery. It must lose no time, even if it means 
knowing nothing whatever about the person in question. 
But an author very rarely complains : if he is admired, he 
has quite as much understanding as he wants. 

The Grand Journal, after setting out a few ridiculous 
stories about Christopher’s struggles, representing him as 
a victim of German despotism, an apostle of liberty, forced 
to fly from Imperial Germany and take refuge in France, 
the home and shelter of free men,—(a fine pretext for a 
Chauvinesque tirade !)—-plunged into lumbering praise 
of his genius, of which it knew nothing,—nothing except 
a few tame melodies, dating from Christopher’s early days 
in Germany, which Christopher, who y^s ashamed of 
them, would have liked to have seen destroyed. But if 
the author of the article knew nothing at all about 
Christopher’s work, he made up for it in Ms knowledge of 
Ms plans—or rather such plans as he invented for him. 
A few words let fall by Christopher or Olivier, or even by 
Goujart, who pretended to he well-informed, had been 
enough for Mm to construct a fanciful John Christopher, 
“ a Republican genius,—the great musician of democ¬ 
racy.” He seized the opportunity to decry various con¬ 
temporary French musicians, especially the Most original 
and independent among them, who set very little store 
by democracy. He oply excepted one or two composers, 
whose electoral opinions were excellent in Ms eyes. It 
was annoying that their music was not better. But that 
was a detail. And besides, Ms eulogy of these men, and 
even Ms praise of Christopher, was of not nearly so much 
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account as Ms criticism of the rest. In Paris, when you 
read an article eulogising a man’s work, it is always as 
well to ask yourself : 

“ Whom is he decrying ?” 
Olivier went hot with shame as he read the paper, and 

said to himself: 
“ A fine thing I’ve done !” 
He could hardly get through his lecture. As soon as 

he had finished he hurried home. What was his conster¬ 
nation to find that Christopher had already gone out with 
the journalists I He delayed lunch for him. Christopher 
did not return. Hours passed, and Olivier grew more and 
more anxious and thought: 
■ “ What a lot of foolish things they will make him say !” 

About three o’clock Christopher came home quite 
lively. He had had lunch with Arsene Gamache, and 
his head was a little muzzy with the champagne he had 
drunk. He could not understand Olivier’s anxiety, who 
asked him in fear and trembling what he had said and 
done. 

“ What have I been doing ? I’ve had a splendid lunch. 
I haven’t had such a good feed for a long time.” 

He began to recount the menu. 
“ And wine.^. . . I had wine of every colour.” 
Olivier interrupted him to ask who was there. 
“ Who was there ? . . . I don’t know. There was 

Gamache, a little round man, true as gold: Clodomir, 
the writer of the article, a charming fellow : three or four 
journalists whom I didn’t know, very jolly, all very nice 
and charming to me—the cream of good fellows.” 

Olivier did not seem to be convinced. Christopher was 
astonished at his small enthusiasm. 

“ Haven’t you read the article ?” 
“ Yes. • I have. Have you read it ?” 
“Yes. . . . That is to say, I just glanced at it. I 

haven’t had time.” 
“Well: read it.” . 
Christopher took it up. At the first words he splut¬ 

tered. ** 
“ Oh ! The idiot!” he said. 



They know nothing at all about it.” 
But as he read farther he began to lose his temper: 

it was too stupid, it made him look ridiculous. What did 
they mean by calling him “ a Republican musician ” ; it 
did not mean anything. . . . Well, let the fib pass. . . , 
But when they set his “ Republican ” art against the 
“ sacristy art ” of the masters who had preceded him,— 
(he whose soul was nourished by the souls of those great 
men),—it was too much. . . . 
, “ The swine! They’re trying to make me out an 
idiot! . . 

And then, what was the sense of using him as a cudgel 
to thwack talented French musicians, whom he loved 
more or less,—(though rather less than more),—though 
they knew their trade, and honoured it ? And—worst 
of all—with an incredible want of tact he was credited 
with odious sentiments about his country ! .. . No, that, 
that was beyond endurance. . . . 

“ I shall write and tell them so,” said Christopher. 
Olivier intervened: 
“ No, no,” he said, “ not now ! You are too excited. 

To-morrow, when you are cooler. ...” 
Christopher stuck to it. When he had*any£hing to say 

he could not wait until the morrow. He promised Olivier 
to show him his letter. The precaution was useful. The 
letter was duly revised, so as to be confined practically 
to the rectification of the opinions about Germany with 
which he had been credited, and then Christopher ran and 
posted it. 

“ Well,” he said, when he returned, “ that will save 
half the harm being done: the letter will appear to¬ 
morrow.” ' 

Olivier shook his head doubtfully. He was still thought¬ 
ful, and he looked Christopher straight in the face, and 
S£bld • 

“Christopher, did you say anything imprudent at 
lunch ?” » 

“ Oh no,” said Christopher with a laugh. 
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“ Sure ?” 
“ Yes, you coward.” 
Olivier was somewhat reassured. But Christopher 

was not. He had just remembered that he had talked 
volubly and unguardedly. He had been quite at his ease 
at once. It had never for a moment occurred to him to 
distrust any of them: they seemed so cordial, so well- 
disposed towards him 1 As, in fact, they were. We are 
always well-disposed to people when we have done them 
a good turn, and Christopher was so frankly delighted 
with it all that his joy infected them. His affectionate 
easy manners, his jovial sallies, his enormous appetite, 
and the celerity with which the various liquors vanished 
down his throat without making him turn a hair, were 
by no means displeasing to Arsene Gamache, who was 
himself a sturdy trencherman, coarse, boorish, and san¬ 
guine, and very contemptuous of people who had ill-health, 
and those who dared not eat and drink, and all the sickly 
Parisians. He judged a man by his prowess at table. 
He appreciated Christopher. There and then he pro¬ 
posed to produce his Gargantua as an opera at the Opera.— 
(The very summit of art was reached for these bourgeois 
French people in the production on the stage of the 
Damnation^ Faust, or the Nine Symphonies.)—Christo¬ 
pher, who burst out laughing at the grotesqueness of the 
idea, had great difficulty in preventing him from tele¬ 
phoning his orders to the directors of the Opera, or the 
Minister of Fine Arts.—(If Gamache were to be believed, 
all these important people were apparently at his beck 
and call.)—And, the proposal reminding him of the 
strange transmutation which had taken place in his 
symphonic poem, David, he went so far as to tell the 
story of the performance organised by Deputy Roussin 
to introduce his mistress to the public. Gamache, who 
did not like Roussin, was delighted: and Christopher, 
spurred on by the generous wines and the sympathy of 
Ms hearers, plunged into other stories, more or less indis¬ 
creet, the point of wMch was not lost on those present. 
Christopher was the only one to forget them when the 
party broke up. And now, on Olivier’s question, they 
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rushed back to Ms memory. He felt a little sMver run 
down Ms spine. For be did not deceive Mmself : he had 
enough experience to know what would happen: now 
that he was sober again he saw it as clearly as though it 
had actually happened : his indiscretions would be twisted 
and distorted, and scattered broadcast as malicious 
blabbing, his artistic sallies would be turned into weapons 
of war. As for his letter correcting the article, he knew 
as well as Olivier how much that would avail him : it is 
a waste of ink to answer a journalist, for he always has 
the last word. 
• Everything happened exactly to the letter as Christo¬ 

pher had foreseen it would. His indiscretions were pub¬ 
lished, his letter was not. Gamache only went so far as 
to write to him that he recognised the generosity of his 
feelings, and that his scruples were an honour to him : 
but he kept his scruples dark: and the falsified opinions 
attributed to Christopher went on being circulated, pro¬ 
voking biting criticism in the Parisian papers, and later in 
Germany, where much indignation was felt that a German 
artist should express himself with so little dignity about 
his country. 

Christopher thought he would be clever, and take 
advantage of an interview by the reporter^ another paper 
to protest his love for the Deutsches Reicfi, where, he said, 
people were at least as free as in the French Republic.— 
He was speaking to the representative of a Conservative 
paper, who at once credited him with anti-Republican 
views. 

“ Better and better !” said Christopher. “ But what 
on earth has my music to do with politics ?” 

“ It is usual with us,55 said Olivier. u Look at the 
battles that have taken place over Beethoven. Some 
people will have it that he was a Jacobin, others a mounte¬ 
bank, others still a Pere Duchesne, and others a prince’s 
lackey.” 

“ He’d knock their heads together.” 
“ Well, do the same.” 
Christopher only wished he could. But he was too 

amiable with people who were friendly towards him. 
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Olivier never felt happy when he left him alone. For 
they were always coming to interview him: and it was 
no use Christopher promising to be guarded: he could not 
help being confidential and unreserved. He said every¬ 
thing that came into his head. Women journalists would 
come and make a fuss of him, and get him to talk about his 
sentimental adventures. Others would make use of him 
to speak ill of such-an-one, or so-and-so. When Olivier 
came in he would find Christopher utterly downcast. 

“ Another howler ?” he would ask. 
“ Of course,” Christopher would reply in despair. 
“ You are incorrigible !” * 
“ I ought to be locked up. . . . But I swear that it is 

the last time.” 
“ Yes, I know. Until the next. . . 
“ No. This really is the last.” 
Next day Christopher said triumphantly to Olivier: 
“ Another one came to-day. I shut the door in his 

face.” 
“ Don’t go too far,” said Olivier. “ Be careful with 

them. 4 This animal is dangerous.’ He will attack you 
if you defend yourself. ... It is so easy for them to 
avenge themselves l They can twist the least little thing 
you may have said to their uses.” 

Christ opfier afew his hand across his forehead : 
“ Oh ! Good Lord !” 
ci What’s the matter 1” 
“ When I shut the door in his face I told . . 
“ What ?” 
“ The Emperor’s joke.” 
“ The Emperor’s ?” 
“ Yes. His or one of his people’s. . . .” 
“ How awful! You’ll see it to-morrow on the front 

page!” • 
Christopher shuddered. But, next day, what he saw 

was a description of his room, which the journalist had 
not seen, and a report of a conversation which he had 
not had with him. 

The facts w$re more and more embellished the farther 
^ they spread. In the foreign papers they were garnished 



told how in his poverty he had transposed music for the 
guitar, Christopher learned from an English newspaper 
that he had played the guitar in the streets. 

He did not only read eulogies. Far from it. It was 
enough for Christopher to have been taken up by the 
/"Y_7 T___7 l* 1 • j 7 it i i t 1 .t il. 

possibility of a rival’s discovering a genius whom they had 
ignored. Some of them were rabid about it. Others 
V V**<.**dl l.WV*» wvv. y/JUA JnfcJ VJU. JJU. VI V VJ 

noyed at having the ground cut away from under his feet, 
Wrote an article, as he said, to set people right on certain 
points. He wrote familiarly of his old friend Christopher, 

abused Christopher: others overwhelmed him with their 
commiseration. Some of them—(his colleagues)—laid 
the blame on Olivier.—They were only too glad to pay 
him out for his intolerance and his way of holding aloof 
from them,—rather, if the truth were known, from a desire 
for solitude than from scorn of any of them. But men 
are least apt to pardon those who show that they can do 
without them.—Some of them almost went so far as to 
hint that he had made money by the articles in the 
Grand Journal. There were others who took upon them¬ 
selves to defend Christopher against him: they appeared 
to be broken-hearted at Olivier’s callousness in dragging a 
sensitive artist, a dreamer, ill-equipped for the battle of 
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life,—Christopher,—into the turmoil of the market-place, 
where he could not but be ruined : for they regarded 
Christopher as a little boy not strong enough in the head 
to be allowed to go out alone. The future of this man, 
they said, was being ruined, for, even if he were not a 
genius, such good intentions and such tremendous industry 
deserved a better fate, and he was being intoxicated with 
incense of an inferior brand. It was a great pity. Why 
could they not leave him in his obscurity to go on working 
patiently for years ? 

Olivier might have had the answer pat: 
“ A man must eat to work. Who will give him his bread ?” 
But that would not have abashed them. They would 

have replied with their magnificent serenity : 
“ That is a detail. An artist must suffer. And what 

does a little suffering matter ?” 
Of course, they were men of the world, quite well off, 

who professed these Stoic theories. As the millionaire 
once said to the simple person who came and asked him 
to help a poverty-stricken artist: 

“ But, sir, Mozart died of poverty.” 
They would have thought it very bad taste on Olivier’s 

part if he had told them that Mozart would have asked 
nothing better than to go on living, and that Christopher 
was deternfinedpfco do so. 

# Christopher was getting heartily sick of the vulgar 
tittle-tattle. He began to wonder if it were going on 
for ever.—But it was all over in a fortnight. The news¬ 
papers gave up talking about him. However, he had 
become known. When his name was mentioned, people 
said, not: 

“The author of David or Gargantua” 
but: € 

“ Oh yes ! The Grand Journal man ! . . 
He was famous. 
Olivier knew it by the number oMetters that came for 

Christopher, and even for himself, in his reflected glory: 
offers from librettists, proposals from concert-agents, 
declarations of friendship from men who had formerly 
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been Ms enemies, invitations from women. His opinion 
was asked, for newspaper inquiries, about anything and 
everything: the depopulation of France, idealist art, 
women’s corsets, the nude on the stage,—and did he 
believe that Germany was decadent, or that music had 
reached its end, etc., etc. They used to laugh at them 
all. But, though he laughed, lo and behold! Christopher, 
that Huron, steadily accepted the invitations to dinner ! 
Olivier could not believe his eyes. 

44 You ?” he said. 
441! Certainly,” replied Christopher jeeringly. ‘4 You 

thought you were the only man who could go and see the 
beautiful ladies % Not at all, my boy ! It’s my turn now. 
I want to amuse myself 1” 

44 You ? Amuse yourself % My dear old man !” 
The truth was that Christopher had for so long lived 

shut up in his own room that he felt a sudden longing to 
get away from it. Besides, he took a naive delight in 
tasting his new fame. He was terribly bored at parties, 
and thought the people idiotic. But when he came home 
he used to take a malicious pleasure in telling Olivier how 
much he had enjoyed Mmself. He would go to people’s 
houses once, but never again : he would invent the wildest 
excuses, with a frightful want of tact, to get out of their 
renewed invitations. Olivier would be scandalised, and 
Christopher would shout with laughter. He did not go 
to their houses to spread Ms fame, but to replenish Ms 
store of life, Ms collection of expressions and tones of 
voice—all the material of form, and sound, and colour, 
with wMch an artist has periodically to enrich Ms palette. 
A musician does not feed only on music. An inflexion of 
the human voice, the rhythm of a gesture, the harmony 
of a smile, contain more suggestion of music for Mm than 
another man’s symphony. But it must be said that the 
music of faces and human souls is as stale and lacking in 
variety in polite society as the music of polite musicians. 
Each has a manner and becomes set in it. The smile of 
a pretty woman is as stereotyped in its studied grace as 
a Parisian melody. The men are even more insipid than 
the women. Under the debilitating influence of society. 
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their energy is blunted, their original characters rot away 
and finally disappear with a frightful rapidity. Chris¬ 
topher was struck by the number of dead and dying men 
he met among the artists : there was one young musician, 
full of life and genius, whom success had dulled, stupefied, 
and wiped out of existence: he thought of nothing but 
swallowing down the flattery in which he was smothered, 
enjoying himself, and sleeping. What he would be like 
twenty years later was shown in another corner of the 
room, in the person of an old pomaded maestro, who was 
rich, famous, a member of all the Academies, at the very 
height of _ his career, and, though apparently he had 
nothing to fear and no more wires to pull, grovelled 
before everything and everybody, and was fearful of 
opinion, power, and the Press, dared not say what he 
thought, and thought nothing at all—a man who had 
ceased to exist, showing himself off, an ass saddled with 
the relics of his own past hfe. 

Behind all these artists and men of intellect who had 
been great, or might have been great, there was certain 
to be some woman preying upon them. They were all 
dangerous, both the fools and those who were by no means 
fools : both those who loved and those who loved them¬ 
selves : the best of them were the worst: for they were 
all the more certain to snuff out the artist with their 
immoderate affection, which made them in all good faith 
try to domesticate genius, turn it to their own uses, drag 
it down, prune it, pare it down, scent it, until they had 
brought it into line with their sensibility, their petty 
vanity, their mediocrity, and the mediocrity of the world 
they lived in. 

Although Christopher only passed through that section 
of society, he saw enough of it to feel its danger. More 
than one jvoman, of course, tried to take possession of 
him for her circle, to press him into her service : and, of 
course, Christopher nibbled at the hook baited with 
friendly words and alluring smiles. But for his sturdy 
common sense and the disquieting spectacle of the trans¬ 
formations already effected in the men about them by 
these modern Circes, he would not have escaped uncon- 
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taminated. But lie had no mind to swell the herd of 
these lovely goose-girls. The danger would have been 
greater for him if there had not been so many of them 
angling for him. Now that everybody, men and women, 
were properly convinced that they had a genius in their 
midst, as usual, they set to work to stifle him. Such 
people, when they see a flower, have only one idea: to 
put it in a pot,—a bird : to put it in a cage,—a free man : 
to turn him into a smooth lackey. 

Christopher was shaken for a moment, pulled himself 
together, and sent them all packing. 

Fate is ironical. Those who do not care slip through 
the meshes of the net: but those who are suspicious, those 
who are prudent, and forewarned, are never suffered to 
escape. It was not Christopher who was caught in the 
net of Paris, but Olivier. 

He had benefited by his friend’s success : Christopher’s 
fame had given him a reflected glory. He was better 
known now, for having been mentioned in a few papers 
as the man who had discovered Christopher, than for 
anything he had written during the last six years. He 
was included in many of the invitations that came for 
Christopher: and he went with Mm, meaning carefully 
and discreetly to look after Mm. No douM? herwas too 
much absorbed in doing so to look after Mmself. Love 
passed by and caught Mm. 

She was a little fair girl, charmingly slender, with soft 
hair waving in little ripples about her pure narrow fore¬ 
head : she had fine eyebrows and rather heavy eyelids, 

- eyes of a periwinkle blue, a delicately carved nose with 
sensitive nostrils; her temples were slightly hollowed: 
she had a capricious chin, and a mobile, witty, and rather 
sensual mouth, turning up at the comers, .and the 
Parmigianninesque smile of a pure faun. She had a long, 
delicate throat, a pretty waist, a slender, elegant figure, 
and a happy, pensive expression in her girlish face, in 
every line of which there was the disturbing poetic 
mystery of the waking spring,—FruhUngserwq^chen. Her 
name was Jacqueline Langeais. 
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She was not twenty. She came of a rich Catholic 
family, of great distinction and broad-mindedness. Her 
father was a clever engineer, a man of some invention, 
clear-headed and open to new ideas, who had made a 
fortune, thanks to his own hard work, his political con¬ 
nections, and his marriage. He had married both for love 
and money—(the proper marriage for love for such 
people)—a pretty woman, very Parisian, who was bred 
in the world of finance. The money had stayed: but 
love had gone. However, he had managed to preserve a 
few sparks of it, for it had been very ardent on both sides : 
but they did not stickle for any exaggerated notion of 
fidelity. They went their ways and had their pleasures : 
and they got on very well together, as friends, selfishly, 
unscrupulously, warily. 

Their daughter was a bond between them, though she 
was the object of an unspoken rivalry between them: 
for they both loved her jealously. They both saw them¬ 
selves in her with their pet faults idealised by the grace 
of childhood: and each strove cunningly to steal her 
from the other. And the child had in due course become 
conscious of it, with the artful candour of such little 
creatures, who are only too ready to believe that the 
universe gravitates round themselves: and she turned it 
to good %cccJhnt. She had them perpetually outbidding 
each other for her affection. She never had a whim but 
she was sure that one of them would indulge it if the 
other refused : and the other would be so vexed at being 
outdone that she would at once be offered an even greater 
indulgence than the first. She had been dreadfully 
spoiled : and it was very fortunate for her that there was - 
no evil in her nature,—outside the egoism common to 
almost all children, though in children who are too rich 
and too much pampered it assumes various morbid shapes, 
due to the absence of difficulties and the want of any 
goal to aim at. 

Though they adored her, neither M. nor Madame 
Langeais ever thought of sacrificing their own personal 
convenience to her. They used to leave the child alone, 
for the greater part of the day, to gratify her thousand and 
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they were always mating mountains out of molehills. 
Jacqueline, who was always prying, without anybody to 
find fault with her, used to burrow in all her father’s 
books. Fortunately, she was protected from coming to 
any harm by her very innocence. and her own young, 
healthy instincts : an unduly described scene or a coarse 
word disgusted her at once: she would drop the book at 
once, and she passed through the most infamous company, 
like a frightened cat through puddles of dirty water,— 
without so much as a splash. 

As a rule, novels did not attract her: they were too 
precise, too dry. But books of poetry used to make her 
heart flutter with emotion and hope of finding the key 
to the riddle,—love-poems, of course. They coincided to 
a certain extent with her childish outlook on things. 
The poets did not see things as they were, they imagined 
them through the prism of desire or regret: they seemed, 
like herself, to be peering through the chinks of the old 
wall. But they knew much more, they knew all the 
things which she was longing to know, and clothed them 
with sweet, mysterious words, which she had to unravel 
with infinite care to find ... to find . . . Ah ! She 
could find nothing, but she was always sure that she was 
on the very brink of finding it. . . . 

Their burffisity was indomitable. They would thrill 
as they whispered verses of Alfred de Musset and Sully 
Prudhomme, mto which they read abyss on abyss of 
perversity: they used to copy them out, and ask each 
other about the hidden meanings of passages, which 
generally contained none. These little women of thirteen, 
who knew nothing of love, used, in their innocent effron¬ 
tery, to discuss, half in jest, half in earnest, love and the 
sweets of love: and, in school, under the fatherly eye of 
the master—a very polite and mild old gentleman—verses 
like the following, which he confiscated one day, when 
they made him gasp : 

u Let, oli 1 let me clasp you in my awns, 
^And in your kisses drink insensate love 

Drop by drop in one long draught. . . 
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Jacqueline wrote countless rough drafts of passionate 
« . . f *1. __ J31 *Uirv /\ 
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d that she shoixld be lo^ 
considers that she owes anything to those who love her: 
she is apt to believe that her lover is happy enough in 

girl in society, brought up in the hot-house atmosphere 
of a great town, would be more precocious than a country 
girl: but the opposite is the case. Her reading and con- 
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sphere clouded by the dust of the feelings of others, which, 
•S .1 .. -i .-t . _ . j_1 S__i_t_ 

ing, and her throat dry, and her eyes sore, prevented her 

was not that she lacked the wish to know. She read and 
listened. She had picked up a deal of information, here 
and there, in scraps, from conversation and* books. She 
even tried to read what was written, in herself. She was 

JLfcWJL, Wll'ii X©£tu.au. xc/oiuu-uw, ~----- 

beauty, Marthe Langeais was always dressed m black 
she had a sort of stiff distinction of feature and move¬ 
ment : she spoke very little, and she had. a deep voice 
almost like a man’s. ’But for the clear light in^her in 
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when they were alone. Langeais had a great respect for 
her, though she bored him. Madame Langeais made no 
attempt to disguise from her husband how little pleasure 
his sister’s visits gave her. However, they faced their 
duty, and had her to dinner once a week, and they did 
not let it appear too glaringly that they regarded it as a 
duty. Langeais used to talk about himself, which she 
always found interesting. Madame Langeais would think 
of something else, and, as a matter of habit, smile affably 
when she was spoken to. The dinner always went off 
very well, and she was invariably polite. Sometimes, 
even, she would be effusively affectionate when her tact¬ 
ful sister-in-law went away earlier than she had hoped: 
and Madame Langeais’s charming smile would be most 
radiant when she had any particularly pleasant memories 
to think of. Marthe saw through it all: very little 
escaped her eyes: and she saw many things in her 
brother’s house which shocked and distressed her. But 
she never let it appear : what was the good ? She loved 
her brother, and had been proud of his cleverness and 
success, like the rest of the family, who had not thought 
the triumph of the eldest son too dear a price to pay for 
their poverty. She, at least, had preserved her indepen¬ 
dence of opinion. She was as clever as he was, and of a 
finer moral fibre, more virile—(as the women of France 
so often are; they are much superior to the men),—and 
she knew him through and through : and when he asked 
her advice she used to give it frankly. But for a long 
time he had not asked it of her ! He found it more 
prudent not to know, or—(for he knew the truth as much 
as she did),—to shut his eyes. She was proud, and drew 
aside. Nobody ever troubled to look into her inward life, 
and it suited the others to ignore her. She lived alone, 
went out very little, and had only a few not very intimate 
friends. It would have been very easy to her to turn 
her brother’s influence and her own talents to account: 
but she did not do so. She had written a few articles 
for the leading reviews in Paris, historical and literary 
portraits, w^dch had attracted some attention by their 
sober, just, and striking style. But she had gone no 
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understand as soon as she arrived: she would be met 
always with the same indulgent eyes, which would infect 
her with a little of their own tranquillity. She fold her 
aunt hardly anything about her imaginary love-affairs: 
she was ashamed of them, and felt that there was no truth 
in them. But she confessed all the vague, profound un¬ 
easiness that was in her, and was more real, her only real 
trouble. 

“ Aunt,” she would sigh sometimes, “ I do so long to 
be happy !” 

a Poor child !” Marthe would say, with a smile. 
Jacqueline would lay her head in her aunt’s lap, and 

Mss her hands as they caressed her face : 
“ Do you think I shall be happy % Aunt, tell me ; do 

you think I shall be happy ?” 
“ I don’t know, my dear. It rather depends on yourself. 

. . . People can always be happy if they want to be.” 
Jacqueline was incredulous. 
“ Are you happy ?” 
Marthe smiled sadly: 
“ Yes.” 
“ No ? Really ? Are you happy ?” 
“ Don’t you believe it ?” 
“ Yes. But . . .” 
Jacqueline Stopped short. 
“ What is it ?” 
** I want to be happy, but not like you.” 
“ Poor child ! I hope so, too !” said Marthe. 
“ No.” Jacqueline went on shaking her head decisively. 

“ But I couldn’t be.” 
“ I should not have thought it possible, either. Life 

teaches one to be able to do many things.” 
“ Oh ! But I don’t want to learn,” protested Jacque¬ 

line anxiously. “ I want to be happy in the way I want.” 
“ You would find it very hard to say how!” 
“ I know quite well what I want.” 
She wanted many things. But when if came to saying 

what they were, she could only mention one, which re¬ 
curred again ^nd again, like a refrain : 

First of all, I want someone to love me.” 
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' Marthe went on sewing without a word. After a 
moment she said: 

44 What good will it be to you if you do not love ?” 
Jacqueline was taken aback, and exclaimed : 
“ But, aunt, of course I only mean someone I loved! 

All the rest don’t count.” 
“ And suppose you did not love anybody ?” 
46 The idea ! One loves always, always.” 
Marthe shook her head doubtfully. 
“No,” she said. “We don’t love. We want to love. 

Love is the greatest gift of God. Pray to Him that He 
may grant it you.” 

44 But suppose my love is not returned ?” 
44 Even if your love is not returned, you will be all the 

happier.” 
Jacqueline’s face fell: she pouted a little : 
44 I don’t want that,” she said. 44 It wouldn’t give me 

any pleasure.” 
Marthe laughed indulgently, looked at Jacqueline, 

sighed, and then went on with her work. 
44 Poor child!” she said once more. 
“Why do you keep on saying : 4 Poor child asked 

Jacqueline uneasily. 441 don’t want to be a poor child. 
I want—I want so much to be happy I” 

44 That is why I say : 4 Poor child !’ ” * * 
Jacqueline sulked for a little. But it did not last long. 

Marthe laughed at her so kindly that she was disarmed. 
She kissed her, pretending to be angry. But in their 
hearts children of that age are secretly flattered by pre¬ 
dictions of suffering in later life, which is so far away. 
When it is afar off there is a halo of poetry round sorrow, 
and we dread nothing so much as a dull, even life. 

Jacqueline did not notice that her aunt’s face was 
growing paler and paler. She observed that Marthe was 
going out less and less, but she attributed it to her stay- 
at-home disposition, about which she used often to tease 
her. Once or twice, Vhen she called, she had met the 
doctor coming out. She had asked her aunt: 

44 Are you ffl ?” „ 
Marthe replied: 
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“ It’s nothing.” 
But now she had even given up her weekly dinner at 

the Langeais’s. Jacqueline was hurt, and went and re¬ 
proached her bitterly. 

“ My dear/9 said Marthe gently, “ I am rather tired.” 
But Jacqueline would not listen to anything. That 

was a poor sort of excuse! 
“ It can’t be very exhausting for you to come to our 

house for a couple of hours a week ! You don’t love me,” 
she would say. “ You love nothing but your own fireside.” 

But when at home she proudly told them how she had 
scolded her aunt, Langeais cut her short with: 

“ Let your aunt be! Don’t you know that the poor 
creature is very ill!” 

Jacqueline grew pale : and in a trembling voice she 
asked what was the matter with her aunt. They tried 
not to tell her. Finally, she found out that Marthe was 
dying of cancer : she had had it for some months. 

For some days Jacqueline lived in a state of terror. 
She was comforted a little when she saw her aunt. Marthe 
was mercifully not suffering any great pain. She still had 
her tranquil smile, which in her thin transparent face 
seemed to shine like the light of an inward lamp. Jacque- 
line said to herself : 

“No. ft is impossible. They must be mistaken. 
She would not be so calm. . . .” 

She went on with the tale of her little confidences, to 
which Marthe listened with more interest than heretofore. 
Only, sometimes, in the middle of a conversation, her 
aunt would leave the room, without giving any sign to 
show that she was in pain : and she would not return until 
the attack was over, and her face had regained its serenity. 
She did not like anybody to refer to hex condition, and 
tried to hide it: she had a horror of the disease that held 
her in its grip, and would not think of it: all her efforts 
were directed towards preserving # the peace of her last 
months. The end came sooner than it was expected. 
Very soon she saw nobody but Jacqueline. Then Jacque¬ 
line’s visits had to be curtailed. Then came the day of 
parting. Marthe wa,s lying in her bed, which she bad 
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not left for some weeks, when she took a tender farewell 
of her little friend with a few gentle, comforting words. 
And then she shut herself up, to die. 

Jacqueline passed through months of despair. Marthe’s 
death came at the same time as the very worst hours of 
her moral distress, against which Marthe had "been the 
only person who could help her. She was horribly de- 
serted and alone. She needed the support of a religion. 
There was apparently no reason why she should have 
lacked that support: she had always been made to 
practise the duties of religion : her mother practised them 
regularly. But that was just the difficulty: her mother 
practised them, but her Aunt Marthe did not. And how 
was she to avoid comparison ? The eyes of a child are 
susceptible to many untruths, to which her elders never 
give a thought, and children notice many weaknesses and 
contradictions. Jacqueline noticed that her mother and 
those who said that they believed had as much fear of 
death as though there had been no faith in them. No : 
religion was not a strong enough support. . . . And in 
addition there were certain personal experiences, feelings 
of revolt and disgust, a tactless confessor who had hurt 
her. . . . She went on practising, but without faith, 
just as she paid calls, because she had been well brought 
up. Religion, like the world, seemed to heFtd*be utterly 
empty. Her only stay was the memory of the dead 
woman, in which she was wrapped up. She had many 
grounds for self-reproach in her treatment of her aunt, 
whom in her childish selfishness she had often neglected, 
while now she called to her in vain. She idealised her 
image: and the great example which Marthe had left 
upon her mind of a profound life of meditation helped to 
fill her with distaste for the life of the world, in which 
there was no truth or serious purpose. She saw nothing 
but its hypocrisy, and those amiable compromises, which 
at any other time would have amused her, now revolted 
her. She was in a condition of moral hypersensitiveness, 
and everything hurt her: her conscience was raw. Her 
eyes were opened to certain facts which hitherto had 
escaped her in her heedlessness. 
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One afternoon she was in the drawing-room with her 
mother. Madame Langeais was receiving a caller,—a 
fashionable painter, a good-looking, pompous man, who 
was often at the house, but not on terms of intimacy. 
Jacqueline had a feeling that she was in the way, but 
that only made her more determined to stay. Madame 
Langeais was not very well; she had a headache, which 
made her a little dull, or perhaps it was one of those 
headache preventives which the ladies of to-day eat like 
sweets, so that they have the result of completely empty¬ 
ing their pretty heads, and she was not very guarded in 
what she said. In the course of the conversation she 
thoughtlessly called her visitor : 

“ My dear . . .” 
She noticed the slip at once. He did not flinch any 

more than she, and they went on talking politely. Jacque- 
line, who was pouring out tea, was so amazed that she 
almost dropped a cup. She had a feeling that they were 
exchanging a meaning smile behind her back. She turned 
and intercepted their privy looks, which were immediately 
disguised.—The discovery upset her completely. Though 
she had been brought up with the utmost freedom, and 
had often heard and herself laughed and talked about 
such intrigues, it hurt her so that she could hardly bear 
it when she saw that her mother . . . Her mother : no, 
it was not the s&me thing ! . . . With her habitual ex¬ 
aggeration she rushed from one extreme to the other. 
Till then she had suspected nothing. Thereafter she sus¬ 
pected everything. Implacably she read new meanings 
into this and that detail of her mother’s behaviour in the 
past. And no doubt Madame Langeais’s frivolity fur¬ 
nished only too many grounds for her suppositions : but 
Jacqueline added to them. She longed to be more inti¬ 
mate with her father, who had always been nearer to her, 
his quality of mind having a great attraction for her. 
She longed to love him more, and to pity him. But 
Langeais did not seem to stand m much need of pity : 
and a suspicion, more dreadful even than the first, crossed 
the girl’s h«ated imagination,—that her father knew 
nothing, but that it suited him to know nothing, and that, 
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she felt that the stream of time, one day following another, 
wpuld cover it up and wash away all trace of it. And 
then there would be an end of everything : she would be 
like the rest, sunk deep in the mire. . . . Oh 1 if she 
could only escape from such a world, at any cost 1 Save 
me I Save me ! . . . 

It was just when she was in this fever of despair, feeling 
her utter destitution, filled with passionate disgust and 
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that happened to him: it would have seemed to him a 
selfish use of a new friendship if he had not set aside a, 
part of it for Olivier. He told Jacqueline so much about 
him, that she felt a secret emotion in thus catching a 
glimpse of a soul so much in accordance with her ideas, 
and made her mother invite him too. Olivier did not 
accept at first, so that Christopher and Jacqueline were 
left to complete their imaginary portrait of him at their 
leisure, and, of course, he was found to be very like it when 
at last he made up his mind to go. 

He went, but hardly spoke a word. He did not need 
to speak. His intelligent eyes, his smile, his refined 
manners, the tranquillity that was in and inundated By 
his personality, could not but attract Jacqueline. Christo¬ 
pher, by contrast, stood as a foil to Olivier’s shining 
qualities. She did not show anything, for she was fearful 
of the feeling stirring in her : she confined herself to talking 
to Christopher, but it was always about Olivier. Christo¬ 
pher was only too happy to talk about his friend, and did 
not notice Jacqueline’s pleasure in the subject of their 
conversation. He used to talk about himself, and she 
would listen agreeably enough, though she was not in the 
least interested : then, without seeming to do so, she would 
bring the conversation round to those episodes in his life 
which incHtd&L Olivier. 

Jacqueline’s pretty ways were dangerous for a man who 
was not on his guard. Without knowing it Christopher 
fell in love with her : it gave him pleasure to go to the 
house again: he took pains with his dress : and a feeling, 
which he well knew, began to tinge all his ideas with its 
tender smiling languor. Olivier was in love with her 
too, and had been from their first meeting : he thought 
she had no regard for him, and suffered in silence. 
Christopher made his state even worse by telling him 
joyously, as they left the Langeais’s house, what he had 
said to Jacqueline and what she had said to him. The idea 
never occurred to Olivier that Jacqueline should like him. 
Although, by dint of living with Christopher, he had 
become mom optimistic, he still distrusted himself: he 
could not believe that any woman would ever love him, 
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for lie saw himself too clearly, and with eyes that saw too 
truthfully :—what man is there would be worthy to be 
loved, if it were for his merits, and not by the magic and 
indulgence of love ? 

One evening when he had been invited to tho Langeais’s, 
he felt that it would make him too unhappy to feel 
Jacqueline’s indifference: he said that he was too tired 
and told Christopher to go without him. Christopher 
suspected nothing, and went off in high delight. In Ms 
naive egoism he thought only of the pleasure of having 
Jacqueline all to Mmself. He was not suffered to rejoice 
for long. When she heard that Olivier was not coming, 
Jacqueline at once became peevish, irritable, bored, and 
dispirited : she lost all desire to please : she did not listen 
to Christopher, and answered him at random: and he 
had the humiliation of seeing her stifle a weary yawn. 
She was near tears. Suddenly she went away in the 
middle of the evening, and did not appear again. 

Christopher went home discomfited. All the way home 
he tried to explain tMs sudden change of front: and the 
truth began dimly to dawn on him. When he reached 
his rooms he found Olivier waiting for Mm, and then, with 
a would-be indifferent air, Olivier asked Mm about the 
party. Christopher told him of Ms discomfiture, and he 
saw Olivier’s face brighten as he went on. 

cc Still tired ?” he asked. “ Why didn’t you go to 
bed ?” 

“ Oh ! I’m much better,” said Olivier. “ I’m not the 
least tired now.” 

“ Yes,” said Christopher slyly, “ I fancy it has done 
you a lot of good not going.” 

He looked at Mm affectionately and roguisHy, and went 
away into his own room: and then, when he was alone, 
he began to laugh quietly, and laughed until he cried : 

“ Little minx !” he thought. £C She was making a game 
of me! And he was deceiving me, too. What a secret 
they made of it!” * 

From that moment he plucked out every personal 
thought of Jacqueline from Ms heart: and, li% a broody 
hen hatching her eggs, he hatched the romance of the 
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young lovers. Without seeming to know their secret, and 
without betraying either to the other, he helped them, 
though they never knew it. 

He thought it his solemn duty to study Jacqueline’s 
character to see if Olivier could be happy with her. And, 
being very tactless, he horrified Jacqueline with the 
ridiculous questions he put to her about her tastes, her 
morality, etc., etc. 

“ Idiot! What does he mean ?” Jacqueline would 
think angrily, and refuse to answer him, and turn her 
back on Mm. 

And Olivier would be delighted to see Jacqueline paying 
no more attention to Christopher. And Christopher 
would be overjoyed at seeing Olivier’s happiness. His 
joy was patent, and revealed itself much more obstrep¬ 
erously than Olivier’s. And as Jacqueline could not 
explain it, and never dreamed that Christopher had a 
much clearer knowledge of their love than she had herself, 
she thought him unbearable: she could not understand 
how Olivier could be so infatuated with such a vulgar, 
cumbersome friend. Christopher divined her thoughts, 
and took a malicious delight in infuriating her: then he 
would step aside, and say that he was too busy to accept 
the Langeais’s invitations, so as to leave Jacqueline and 
Olivier draae together. 

However, he was not altogether without anxiety con¬ 
cerning the future. He regarded himself as responsible in 
a large measure for the marriage that was in the making, 
and he worried over it, for he had a fair insight into 
Jacqueline’s character, and he was afraid of many things : 
her wealth first of all, her up-bringing, her surroundings, 
and, above all, her weakness. He remembered his old 
friend Colette, though, no doubt, he admitted that Jacque¬ 
line was truer, more frank, more passionate : there was in 
the girl an ardent aspiration towards a life of'courage, an 
almost heroic desire for it. 

“ Rut desiring isn’t everything,” thought Christopher, 
remembering a jest of Diderot’s: “ the chief thing is a 
straight backbone.” 

He would have liked to warn Olivier of the danger. 
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But when he saw him come hack from being with 
Jacqueline, with Ms eyes lit with joy, he had not the heart 
to speak, and he thought: 

“The poor things are happy. I won’t disturb their 
happiness.” 

Gradually Ms affection for Olivier made Mm share Ms 
friend’s confidence. He took heart of grace, and at last 
began to believe that Jacqueline was just as Olivier saw 
her and as she wished to appear in her own eyes. She 
meant so well I She loved Olivier for all the qualities 
wMch made Mm different from herself and the world she 
lived in: because he was poor, because he was uncom¬ 
promising in Ms moral ideas, because he was awkward 
and shy in society. Her love was so pure and so whole 
that she longed to be poor too, and, sometimes, almost 
. . . yes, almost to be ugly, so that she might be sure 
that he loved her for herself, and for the love with wMch 
her heart was so full, the love for wMch her heart was so 
hungry... . Ah ! Sometimes, when he was not with her, 
she would go pale and her hands would tremble. She 
would seem to scoff at her emotion, and pretend to be 
thinking of something else, and to take no notice of it. 
She would talk mockingly of things. But suddenly she 
would break off, and rush away and shut herself up in her 
room: and then, with the doors locked, and the curtains 
drawn over the window, she would sit there, with her 
knees tight together, and her elbows close against her 
sides, and her arms folded across her breast, while she 
tried to repress the beating of her heart: she would sit 
there huddled together, never stirring, hardly breathing : 
she dared not move for fear lest her happiness should 
escape if she so much as lifted a finger. She would sit 
holding her love close, close to her body in silence. 

And now Christopher was absolutely determined that 
Olivier should succeed in his wooing. He fussed round 
Mm like a mother, supervised Ms dressing, presumed to 
give Mm advice as to wliat he should wear, and even— 
(tMnk of it!)—tied his tie for him. Olivier bore with 
Mm patiently at the cost of having to retie his tie on 
the stairs when Christopher was no longer present. He 
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smiled inwardly, but be was touched by such great 
affection. Besides, his love had made him timid, and 
he was not sure of himself, and was glad of Christopher’s 
advice. He used to tell 1dm everything that happened 
when he was with Jacqueline, and Christopher would be 
just as moved by it as himself, and sometimes at night 
he would lie awake for hours trying to find the means of 
making the path of love smoother for his friend. 

It was in the garden of the Langeais’s villa, near Paris, 
on the outskirts of the forest of Isle-Adam, that Olivier 
and Jacqueline had the interview which was the turning- 
point in their lives. 

Christopher had gone down with his friend, but he had 
found a harmonium in the house, and sat playing so as 
to leave the lovers to walk about the garden in peace.— 
Truth to tell, they did not wish it. They were afraid to 
be left alone. Jacqueline was silent and rather hostile. 
On his last visit Olivier had been conscious of a change 
in her manner, a sudden coldness, an expression in her 
eyes which was strange, hard, and almost inimical. It 
froze him. He dared not ask her for an explanation, for 
he was fearful of hearing cruel words on the lips of the 
girl he loved. He trembled whenever he saw Christopher 
leave them, for it seemed to Mm that Ms presence was 
his only safeguard against the blow which threatened to 
fall upon Mm. 

It was not that Jacqueline loved Olivier less. Rather 
she was more in love with Mm, and it was that that made 
her hostile. Love, with which till then she had only 
played, love, to which she had so often called, was there, 
before her eyes : she saw it gaping before her like an abyss, 
and she flung back in terror: she could not understand 
it, and wondered: 

“ Why ? Why ? What does it mean V9 
Then she would look at Olivier with the expression 

wMch so hurt Mm, and think : ' 
“ Who is this man V9 
And she could not tell. He was a stranger. 
“ Why do I love Mm ?” 
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She could not tell. 
44 Do I love him ?” 
She could not tell. . . . She did not know : and yet she 

knew that she was caught: she was in the toils of love: 
she was on the point of losing herself in love, losing herself 
utterly; her will, her independence, her egoism, her 
dreams of the future, all were to be swallowed up by the 
monster. And she would harden herself in anger, and 
sometimes she would feel that she almost hated Olivier. 

They went to the very end of the garden, into the 
kitchen-garden, which was cut off from the lawns by a 
hedge of tall trees. They sauntered down the paths 
bordered on either side with gooseberry bushes, with their 
clusters of red and golden fruit,jand beds of strawberries, 
the fragrance of which scented the air. It was June: 
but there had been storms, and the weather was cold. 
The sky was grey and the light dim: the low-hanging 
clouds moved in a heavy mass, drifting with the wind, 
which blew only in the higher air, and never touched the 
earth ; no leaf stirred : but the air was very fresh. Every¬ 
thing was shrouded in melancholy, even their hearts, 
swelling with the grave happiness that was in them. 
And from the other end of the garden, through the open 
windows of the villa, out of sight, there came the sound of 
the harmonium, grinding out the Fugue in E*¥f^t Minor 
of Johann Sebastian Bach. They sat down on the coping 
of a well, both pale and silent. And Olivier saw tears 
trickling down Jacqueline’s cheeks. 

44 You are crying 1” he murmured, with trembling 
lips. 

And the tears came to Ms own eyes. 
He took her hand. She laid her head on Olivier’s 

shoulder. She gave up the struggle : she was vanquished, 
and it was such sweet comfort to her 1 . . . They wept 
silently as they sat listening to the music under the 
moving canopy of the heavy clouds, wMch in their 
noiseless flight seemed *fco skim the tops of the trees. 
They thought of all that they had suffered, and perhaps— 
who knows %—of all that they were to suffer injdie future. 
There are moments when music summons forth all the 



.her, her beloved Marthe: and with her heart big with 
emoxion sne torn mm now sne had wept, wept until she 
thought she was going to die. 

You will help me 1” she said, in a beseeching tone. 
“ You w&'help me to live, and be good, and to be a little 
like her ? Poor Marthe : you will love her too ?” 

“We will love them both, as they both love each other.” 
“ I wish they were here.” 
“ They are here.” 
They sat there locked in each other’s arms : thev hardlv 

breathed, and could feel heart beating to heart. A 
gentle drizzle was falling, falling. Jacqueline shivered. 

“ Let us go in,” she said. 
Under the trees it was almost dark. Olivier kissed 

Jaequeline’s wet hair : she turned her face up to himJ and 
for the first time, he felt loving lips against his, a girl’s 
lips, warm and parted a little. They were nigh swooning. 

Near the house they stopped once more : 
“ How utterly alone we were !” he said. 
He had already forgotten Christopher. 



Illll 

in a position to earn Ms living. Olivier was of the same 
opinion, though he did not share Ms violent and rather 
comic distrust of wealthy marriages. It was a rooted idea 
in Christopher’s mind that riches are death to the soul. 
It was on the tip of Ms tongue to quote the saying^ of 
a wise beggar to a rich lady who was worried in her mind 
about the next life : 

“ What, madame, you have millions, and you want to 
have an immortal soul into the bargain 

“ Beware of women,” he would say to Olivier—half in 
jest, half in earnest—cc beware of women, but#be twenty 
times more wary of rich women. Women love art 
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perhaps, but they strangle the artist. Rich women 
poison both art and artists. Wealth is a disease. And 
women are more susceptible to it than men. Every rich 
man is an abnormal being. . . . You laugh ? You 
don’t take me seriously ? Look you: does a rich man 
know what life is ? Does he keep himself in touch with 
the raw realities of life ? Does he feel on his face the 
stinging breath of poverty, the smell of the bread that he 
must earn, of the earth that he must dig ? Can he under¬ 
stand, does he even see people and things as they are ? 
. . . When I was a little boy I was once or twice taken 
for a drive in the Grand Duke’s landau. We drove 
through fields in which I knew every blade of grass, 
through woods that I adored, where I used to run wild 
all by myself. Well: I saw nothing at all. The whole 
country had become as stiff and starched as the idiots 
with whom I was driving. Between the fields and my 
heart there was not only the curtain of the souls of those 
formal people. The wooden planks beneath my feet, 
the moving platform being rolled over the face of Nature, 
were quite enough. To feel that the earth is my mother, 
I must have my feet firmly planted on her womb, like a 
newborn child issuing to the light. Wealth severs the tie 
which binds men to the earth, and holds the sons of the 
earth together. And then how can you expect to be an 
artist ? The artist is the voice of the earth. A rich man 
cannot be a great artist. He would need a thousand 
times more genius to be so under such unfavourable 
conditions. Even if he succeeds his art must be a hot¬ 
house fruit. The great Goethe struggled in vain: parts 
of his soul were atrophied, he lacked certain of the vital 
organs, which were killed by his wealth. You have 
nothing like the vitality of a Goethe, and you would be 
destroyed by wealth, especially by a rich woman, a fate 
which Goethe did at least avoid. Only the man can 
withstand the scourge. He has in him such native 
brutality, such a rich deposit of rude, healthy instincts 

kV binding him to the earth, that he alone has any chance of 
escape. But the woman is tainted by the poison, and 

Jt she communicates the taint to others. She acquires a 



witnomc id. j3. woman wno can De ncn ana yer remain 
sound in heart is a prodigy as rare as a millionaire who 
has genius. . . . And I don’t like monsters. Anyone who 
has more than enough to live on is a monster—a human 
cancer preying upon the lives of the rest of humanity.” 

in a provincial scnooi. it was a poor weacung-presenc 
to give to Jacqueline. He told her about-1!? timidly. 
Jacqueline found it difficult at first to see his point of view: 
she attributed it to an excessive pride, put into his head 
by Christopher, and she thought it ridiculous : was it not 
more natural between lovers to set no store by riches or 
poverty, and was it not rather shabby to refuse to be 
indebted to her when it would give her such great joy ? 
. . . However, she threw herself in with Olivier’s plans : 
their austerity and discomfort were the very things that 

ol proud revolt against her surroundings which had been 
induced by the death of*her aunt, and was exalted by her 
love, she had gone so far as to deny every element in her 
nature which was in contradiction to her mystic ardour : 
in all sincerity her whole being was strained, like a bow. 



42 JOHN CHRISTOPHER 

after an ideal of a pure and difficult life, radiant with 
happiness. . . . The obstacles, the very smallness and 
dulness of her future condition in life, were a joy to her. 
How good and beautiful it would all be ! . . . 

Madame Langeais was too much taken up with herseli 
to pay much attention to what was going on about her. 
For some time past she had been thinking of little outside 
her health : she spent her whole time in treating imaginary 
illnesses, and trying one doctor after another : each of 
them in turn was her saviour, and went on enjoying that 
position for a fortnight: then it was another’s turn. She 
would stay away from home for months in expensive 
sanatoria, where she religiously carried out all sorts of 
preposterous prescriptions to the letter. She had for¬ 
gotten her husband and daughter. 

M. Langeais was not so indifferent, and had begun 
to suspect the existence of the affair. His paternal 
jealousy made him feel it. He had for Jacqueline that 
strange pure affection which many fathers feel for their 
daughters, an elusive indefinable feeling, a mysterious, 
voluptuous, and almost sacred curiosity, in living once 
more in the lives of fellow-creatures who are of their 
blood, who are themselves, and are women. In such 
secrets of the heart there are many lights and shadows 
which itIsTiealthier to ignore. Hitherto it had amused 
him to see his daughter making calfish young men fall in 
love with her : he loved her so, romantic, coquettish, and 
discreet—(just as he was himself).—But when he saw 
that this affair threatened to become more serious, he 
grew anxious. He began by making fun of Olivier to 
Jacqueline, and then he criticised Mm with a certain 
amount of bitterness. Jacqueline laughed at first, and 
said: 

cc Don’t say such hard things, father : you would find it 
awkward later on, supposing I wanted to marry him.” 

M. Langeais protested loudly, and said she was mad : 
with the result that she lost hdr head completely. He 
declared that he would never let her marry Olivier. She 
vowed thart she would marry him. The veil was rent. 

vf^He saw that he was nothing to her. In his fatherly 
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egoism it had never occurred to him, and he was angry. 
He swore that neither Olivier nor Christopher should 
ever set foot inside his house again. Jacqueline lost her 
temper, and one fine morning Olivier opened the door to 
admit a young woman, pale and determined looking, who 
rushed in like a whirlwind, and said : 

“ Take me away with you! My father and mother 
won’t hear of it. I will marry you. You must com¬ 
promise me.” 

Olivier was alarmed though touched by it, and did not 
even try to argue with her. Fortunately Christopher 
was there. Ordinarily he was the least reasonable of men, 
but now he reasoned with them. He pointed out what 
a scandal there would be, and how they would suffer for 
it. Jacqueline bit her lip angrily, and said : 

“Very well. We will kffl ourselves ” 
So far from frightening Olivier, her threat only helped 

to make up his mind to side with her. Christopher had 
no small difficulty in making the crazy pair have a little 
patience: before taking such desperate measures they 
might as well try others : let Jacqueline go home, and he 
would go and see M. Langeais and plead their cause. 

A queer advocate! M. Langeais nearly kicked him 
out on the first words he said: but then the absurdity of 
the situation struck him, and it amused himT^Tittle by 
little the gravity of his visitor and his expression of honesty 
and absolute sincerity began to make an impression: 
however, he would not fall in with his contentions, and 
went on firing ironical remarks at him. Christopher pre¬ 
tended not to hear: but every now and then as a more 
than usually biting shaft struck home he would stop and 
draw himself up in silence; then he would go on again. 
Once he brought his fist down on the table with a thud, 
and said: 

“ I beg of you to believe that it has given me no pleasure 
to call on you: I have to control myself to keep from 
retaliating on you for certain things you have said: but 
I think it my duty to speak to you, and I am doing so. 
Forget me, as I forget myself, and weigh well#what I am 
telling you.” 
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M. Langeais listened : and when he heard of the project 
of suicide, he shrugged his shoulders and pretended to 
laugh; but he was shaken. He was too clever to take 
such a threat as a joke: he knew that he had to deal with 
the insanity of a girl in love. One of his mistresses, a 
gay, gentle creature, whom he had thought incapable of 
putting her boastful threat into practice, had shot herself 
with a revolver before his eyes : she did not kill herself at 
once, but the scene lived in his memory. ... No, one 
can never be sure with women. He felt a pang at his 
heart. ... “ She wishes it ? Very well: so be it, and 
so much the worse for her, little fool! . . .” He woruld 
have granted anything rather than drive his daughter to 
extremes. In truth he might have used diplomacy, and 
pretended to give his consent to gain time, gently to wean 
Jacqueline from Olivier. But doing so meant giving 
himself more trouble than he could or would be bothered 
with. Besides, he was weak : and the mere fact that he 
had angrily said “ No !” to Jacqueline, now inclined him 
to say “ Yes.” After all, what does one know of life ? 
Perhaps the child was right. The great thing was that 
they should love each other. M. Langeais knew quite 
well that Olivier was a serious young man, and perhaps 
had talent. . . . He gave his consent. 

The day before the marriage the two friends sat up 
together into the small hours. They did not wish to 
lose the last hours of their dear life together.—But already 
it was in the past. It was like those sad farewells on 
the station platform when there is a long wait before the 
train moves: one insists on staying, and looking and 
talking. But one’s heart is not in it: one’s friend has 
already gone.... Christopher tried to talk. He stopped 
in the middle of a sentence, seeing the absent look in 
Olivier’s eyes, and he said, with a smile : 

tc You are so far away !” 
^ Olivier was confused and begged his pardon. It made 
im sad to realise that his thoughts were wandering during 
he last intimate moments with his friend. But Christo- 
her pressed his hand, and said : 



LOVE AND FRIEND SHIP 45 

u Come, don’t constrain yourself. I am happy. Go 
on dreaming, my boy.” 

They stayed by the window, leaning out side by side 
and looking through the darkness down into the garden 
After some time Christopher said to Olivier : 

u You are running away from me- You think you 
can escape me ? You are thinking of your Jacqueline. 
But I shall catch you up. I, too, am thinking of 
ner.” 

“ Poor old fellow,” said Olivier, “ and I was thinking 
of you I And even. . . .” 

He stopped. 
Christopher laughed and finished the sentence for him. 
“. . . And even taking a lot of trouble over it! . . 

Christopher turned out very fine, almost smart, for the 
wedding. There was no religious ceremony : neither the 
indifferent Olivier nor the rebellious Jacqueline had 
wished it. Christopher had written a symphonic frag¬ 
ment for the ceremony at the mairie, but at the last 
moment he gave up the idea when he realised what a 
civil marriage is : he thought such ceremonies absurd. 
People need to have lost both faith and liberty before 
they can have any belief in them. When a true Catholic 
takes the trouble to become a free-thinker he isnot likely 
to endow a functionary of the civil State with a religious 
character. Between God and his own conscience there 
is no room for a State religion. The State registers, it 
does not bind man and wife together. 

The marriage of Olivier and Jacqueline was not likely 
to make Christopher regret his decision. Olivier listened 
with a faintly ironical air of aloofness to the Mayor 
ponderously fawning upon the young couple, and the 
wealthy relations, and the witnesses who wore decorations. 
Jacqueline did not listen: and she furtively put out her 
tongue at Simone Adam who was watching her: she had 
made a bet with her that being “ married ” would not 
affect her in the least, and it looked as though she would 
win it: it hardly seemed to occur to her that4t was she 
who was being married : the idea of it tickled her. The 



46 JOHN CHRISTOPHER 

rest were posing for the onlookers : and the onlookers 
were taking them aU in. M. Langeais was showing off : 
in spite of his sincere affection for his daughter, he was 
chiefly occupied in taking stock of the guests to find out 
whether he had left any gaps in his list of invitations. 
Only Christopher was moved: not one of the rest, rela¬ 
tions, bride, and bridegroom, or the Mayor officiating, 
showed any emotion : he stood gazing hungrily at Olivier, 
who did not look at him. 

In the evening the young couple left for Italy. Christo¬ 
pher and M. Langeais went with them to the station. 
They seemed happy, not at all sorry to be going, and 
did not conceal their impatience for the train to move. 
Olivier looked like a boy, and Jacqueline like a little girl. 
. - . What a tender, melancholy charm is in such 
partings ! The father is a little sad to see his child taken 
away by a stranger, and for what! . . . and to see her go 
away from him for ever. But they feel nothing but a 
new intoxicating sense of liberty. There are no more 
hindrances to life : nothing can stop them ever again: 
they seem to have reached the very summit: now might 
they die readily, for they have everything, and nothing 
to fear. .. . But soon they see that it was no more than 
a stage in the journey. The road still lies before them, 
and winds round the mountain: and there are very few 
who reach the second stage. . . . 

The train bore them away into the night. Christopher 
and M. Langeais went home together. Christopher said 
with naive archness : 

“ Now we are both widowed !” 
M. Langeais began to laugh. He liked Christopher now 

that he knew him better. They said good-bye, and went 
their ways. They were both unhappy, with an odd 
mixture of sadness and sweetness. Sitting alone in his 
room Christopher thought: 

“ The best of my soul is happy.” 
Nothing had been altered in Olivier’s room. They had 

arranged that until Olivier returned and settled in a new 
house his* furniture and belongings should stay with 
Christopher, It was as though he himself was still 



Gamache had a tendency to believe that he had pro¬ 
prietary rights in the famous men whom he had taken 
the trouble to discover: he took it as a matter of course 
that their fame should be associated with Ms own, much 
as Louis XIV. grouped Moliere, Le Bran, and Lulli about 

and a dish of food, or, if it refuses, having the power to 
let loose against it thousands of idiots whom they have 
trained into a docile pack of hounds l—Christopher was 
not the sort of man to let Mmself be schooled and disci¬ 
plined. It seemed to him a very bad thing that an 
ignoramus should take upon Mmself to tell Mm what he 
ought and ought not to do in music : and he gave him to 
understand that art needed a much more severe training 
than politics. Also, without any sort of polite circum¬ 
locution, he declined a proposal that he should set to 
music a libretto, wMch the author, a leading iftember of 
the staff of the paper, was trying to place, while it was 
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highly recommended by his chief. It had the effect of 
cooling his relations with Gamache. 

Christopher did not mind that in the least. Though 
he had so lately risen from his obscurity, he was longing 
to return to it. He found himself “ exposed to that great 
light in which a man is lost among the many.55 There 
were too many people bothering their heads about him. 
He pondered these words of Goethe : 

“ When a writer has attracted attention by a good piece of 
work, the public tries to prevent his producing another, . . . 
The brooding talent is dragged out into the hurly-burly of 
the world, in spite of itself, because everyone thinks he will 
be able to appropriate a part of it” 

He shut his door upon the outside world, and began to 
seek the company of some of his old friends in his own 
house. He revisited the Amauds, whom he had somewhat 
neglected. Madame Amaud, who was left alone for part 
of the day, had time to think of the sorrows of others. 
She thought how empty Christopher’s life must be now 
that Olivier was gone : and she overcame her shyness so 
far as to invite him to dinner. If she had dared, she 
would even have offered to go in from time to time and 
tidy his rooms: but she was not bold enough : and no 
doubt it was better so : for Christopher did not like to 
have people worrying about him. But he accepted the 
invitation to dinner, and made a habit of going in to the 
Arnaud’s every evening. 

He found them just as united, living in the same atmo¬ 
sphere of rather sad, sorrowful tenderness, though it was 
even greyer than before. Amaud was passing through a 
period of depression, brought on by the wear and tear of 
his life as a teacher,—a life of exhausting labour, in which 
one day is like unto another, and each day’s work is like 
that of the next, like a wheel turning in one place, with¬ 
out ever stopping, or ever advancing. Though he was 
very patient, the good man was passing through a crisis 
of discouragement. He let certain acts of injustice prey 
upon him, and was inclined to think that all his zeal was 
futile. Madame Amaud would comfort him with kind 
words : she seemed to be just as calm and peaceful as in 
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of a little comfort when she had earned it by her own 
efforts,—the joy of a little pleasure, or a little scarcely 
perceptible advance in her position or her work. Indeed, 
if one month she could only earn five francs more than in 
the last, or if she could at length manage to play a certain 
passage of Chopin which she had been struggling with for 
weeks,—she would be quite happy. Her work, which 
was not excessive, exactly fitted her aptitude for it, and 
gave her a healthy satisfaction. Playing, singing, giving 
lessons gave her a pleasant feeling of satisfied activity, 
normal and regular, and at the same time a modest com¬ 
petence and a comfortable placid success. She had a 
healthy appetite, ate much, slept well, and was never ill. 

She was clear-headed, sensible, modest, perfectly 
balanced, and never worried about anything: for she 
always lived in and for the present, without bothering 
her head about what had happened or what was going to 
happen in the future. And as she was always well, and 
as her life was comparatively secure from the sudden 
turns of fate, she was almost always satisfied. She took 
the same pleasure in practising her piano as in keeping 
house, or talking about things domestic, or doing nothing. 
She had the art of living, not from day to day—(she was 
economical and provident)—but from minute to minute. 
She wssrnot possessed of any sort of idealism : the only 
ideal she had, if it could be called so, was bourgeois, and 
was unostentatiously expressed in her every action, and 
evenly distributed through every moment of the day: it 
consisted in peacefully loving everything she was doing, 
whatever it might be. She went to church on Sundays : 
but the feeling of religion had practically no place in her 
life. She admired enthusiasts, like Christopher, who had 
faith or genius: but she did not envy them : what could 
she have done with their uneasiness and their genius ? 

How came it, then, that she could feel their music ? 
She would have found it hard to say. But it was very 
certain that she did feel it, * She was superior to other 
virtuosi by reason of her sturdy quality of balance, 
physical and moral: in her abounding vitality, in the 
absence of personal passion, the passions of others found 
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work to do, she did nothing, nothing; she did not even 
dream, not even at night, in bed: she either slept or 
thought of nothing. She had not the morbid preoccupa¬ 
tion with marriage, which poisons the lives of girls who 
shiver at the thought of dying old maids. When she 
was asked if she would not like to have a husband, she 
would say: 

“ Why not throw in fifty thousand a year ? One has 
to take what comes. If anyone offers, so much the 
better! If not, one goes without. Because one can’t 
have cake, I don’t see why one shouldn’t be glad of 
honest bread. Especially when one has had to eat stale 
bread for so long !” 

“ Besides,” her mother would say, e< there are plenty 
of people who never get any bread to eat at all l” 

Cecile had good reason to fight shy of men. Her 
father, who had been dead some years, was a weak, lazy 
creature: he had wronged his wife and his family. She 
had also a brother who had turned out badly and did not 
know what had become of him: every now and then he 
would turn up and ask for money: she and her mother 
were afraid of him and ashamed of him, and fearful of 
what they might hear about him any day: and yet they 
loved him. Christopher met him once. He was at 
Cecile’s house : there was a ring at the door : and hex 
mother answered it. He heard a conversation being carried 
on in the next room, and the voices were raised every 
now and then. Cecile seemed ill at ease, and went out 
also, leaving Christopher alone. The discussion went on, 
and the stranger’s voice assumed a threatening tone: 
Christopher thought it time to intervene, and opened the 
door. He hardly had time* to do more than catch a 
glimpse of a young and slightly deformed man, whose 
back was turned towards him, for C6cile rushed towards 
Mm and implored Mm to go back. She went with him, 
and they sat in silence. In the next room the visitor 
went on shouting for a few minutes longer, and then took 
Ms leave and slammed the door. Then Cecile sighed, 
and saiddjo Christopher: 

Yes. ... He is my brother.” 
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were genuinely fond of each other, though their affection 
was perfectly calm aifcd even almost cold. One evening, 
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wnen ne naa amea wirn ner, ana naa srayea raising 
longer than usual, a violent storm came on : she said : 

“ You can’t go now ! Stay until to-morrow morning.5 5 
He was fitted up With an improvised bed in the little 

sitting-room. Only a thin partition was between it and 
Ctecile’s bedroom, and the doors were not locked. As he 
lay there he could hear her bed creaking and her soft, 
regular breathing. In five minutes she was asleep : and 
very soon he followed her example without either of them 
having had the faintest shadow of an uneasy thought. 

At the same time there came into his life a number of 
other unknown friends, drawn to him by reading his 
works. Most of them lived far away from Paris or shut 
up in their homes, and never met him. Even a vulgar 
success does a certain amount of good: it makes the 
artist known to thousands of good people in remote 
comers whom he could never have reached without the 
stupid articles in the papers. Christopher entered into 
correspondence with some of them. There were lonely 
young men, living a life of hardship, their whole being 
aspiring to an ideal of which they were not sure, and they 
came greedily to slake their thirst at the well of Chris¬ 
topher’s brotherly spirit. There were humble people in 
the provinces who read Ms lieder and wrote to him, like 



through space, mingling its chorus of brotherhood "with 
the harmony of the spheres. 

And as these mysterious links were forged between 
Christopher and his unseen friends, a revolution took 
place in his artistic faculty: it became larger and more 
human. He lost all interest in music which was a mono¬ 
logue, a soliloquy, and even more so in music which was 
a scientific structure built entirely for the interest of the 
profession. He wished his music to be an act of com¬ 
munion with other men. There is no vital art save that 
which is linked with the rest of humanity. Johann 
Sebastian Bach, even in his darkest hours of isolation, 
was linked with the rest of humanity by his religious 
faith, which he expressed in his art. Handel and Mozart, 
by dint of circumstances,’wrote for an audience, and not 
for themselves. Even Beethoven had to reckon with the 
multitude. It is salutary. It is good for humanity to 
Remind genius every now and then: 
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“ What is there for ns in your art ? If there is nothing, 
out you go!” 

In such constraint genius is the first to gain. There 
are, indeed, great artists who express only themselves. 
But the greatest of all are those whose hearts beat for all 
men. If any man would see the living God face to face, 
he must seek Him, not in the empty firmament of his 
own brain, but in the love of men. 

The artists of that time were far removed from that 
love. They wrote only for a more or less anarchical and 
vain group, uprooted from the life of the country, who 
preened themselves on not sharing the prejudices and 
passions of the rest of humanity, or else made a mock 
of them. It is a fine sort of fame that is won by self¬ 
amputation from life, so as to be unlike other men! 
Let all such artists perish ! We will go with the living, 
be suckled at the breasts of the earth, and drink in all 
that is most profound and sacred in our people, and all 
its love from the family and the soil. In the greatest age 
of liberty, among the people with the most ardent wor¬ 
ship of beauty, the young Prince of the Italian Renais¬ 
sance, Raphael, glorified maternity in his transteverine 
Madonnas. Who is there now to give us in music a 
Madonna a la Chaise ? Who is there to give us music 
meet for every hour of life ? You have nothing, you 
have nothing in France. When you want to give your 
people songs, you, are reduced to bringing up to date the 
German masters of the past. In your art, from top to 
bottom, everything remains to be done, or to be done 
again . . . 

Christopher corresponded with Olivier, who was now 
settled in a provincial town. He tried to maintain in 
correspondence that collaboration which had been so 
fruitful during the time when they had lived together. 
He wanted him to write him fine poetic words closely 
allied with the thoughts and deeds of everyday life, like 
the poems which are the substance of the old German 
Ueder. Short fragments from the Scriptures and the 
Hindoo poems, and the old Greek philosophers, short 
religious and moral poems, little pictures of Nature, the 
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“ The writers of to-day,55 he said, “ waste their energy 
in describing human rarities, or cases that are common 
enough in the abnormal groups of men and women Irving 
on the fringe of the great society of active, healthy human 
beings. Since they themselves have shut themselves off 
from life, leave them and go where there are men. Show 
the life of every day to the men and women of every day : 
that life is deeper and more vast than the sea. The 
smallest among you bears the infinite in his soul. The 
infinite is in every man who is simple enough to be a 
man, in the lover, in the friend, in the woman who pays 
with her pangs for the radiant glory of the day of child¬ 
birth, in every man and every woman who lives in obscure 
self-sacrifice which will never be known to another soul: 
it is the very river of life, flowing from one to another, 
from one to another, and back again and round. . . . 
Write the simple life of one of these simple men, write 
the peaceful epic of the days and nights following, fol¬ 
lowing, one like to another, and yet all different, all 
sons of the same mother, from the dawning of the first 
day in the life of the world. Write it simply, as simple 
as its own unfolding. Waste no thought upon the word, 
and the letter, and the subtle vain researches in which 
the force of the artists of to-day is turned to nought. 
You are addressing all men: use the language of all men. 
There are no words noble or vulgar; there is no style 
chaste or impure: there are only words and styles which 
say or do not say exactly what they have to say. Be 
sound and thorough in all you do: think just what you 
think,—and feel just what you feel, 
your heart prevail in your writings ! 
soul.55 

Let the rhvthm of 
The style is the 

Olivier agreed with Christopher, but he replied rather 
ironically: 

“ Such a book would be fine : but it would never reach 
the people who would care to read it. The critics would 
strangle it on the way.55 

There speaks my little French bourgeois !” replied 
Christopher. “Worrying his mind about what the 
critics will or will not think of his work! . . . The 



Bering in his dream of voluptuous and harmonious de¬ 
lights, their eyes are closed to the world. All the world 
is in themselves. . . . 

0 days, 0 nights, weaving one web of dreams, hours 
fleeting like the floating white clouds in the heavens, 
leaving nought but a shimmering wake in dazzled eyes, 
the warm wind breathing the languor of spring, the 
golden warmth of the body, the sunlit arbour of love, 
shameless chastity, embraces, and madness, and sighs, 
and happy laughter, happy tears, what is there left of 
the lovers, thrice happy dust ? Hardly, it seems, that 
their hearts could ever remember to beat: for when they 
were one then time had ceased to exist. 

And all their days are one like unto another. . . . 
Sweet, sweet dawn. . . . Together, embracing, they 
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issue from the abyss of sleep : they smile and their breath 
is mingled, their eyes open and meet, and they kiss. . . . 
There is freshness and youth in the morning hours, a 
virgin air cooling their fever. . . . There is a sweet 
languor in the endless day still throbbing with the sweet¬ 
ness of the night. . . . Summer afternoons, dreams in 
the fields, on the velvety sward, beneath the rustling of 
the tall white poplars. . . . Dreams in the lovely even¬ 
ings, when, under the gleaming sky, they return, clasping 
each other, to the house of their love. The wind whispers 
in the bushes. In the clear lake of the sky hovers the 
fleecy light of the silver moon. A star falls and dies,— 
hearts give a little throb—a world is silently snuffed out. 
Swift silent shadows pass at rare intervals on the road 
near by. The bells of the town ring in the morrow’s 
holiday. They stop for a moment, she nestles close to 
him, they stand so without a word. . . . Ah ! if only 
life could be so for ever, as still and silent as that moment! 
. . . She sighs and says : 

“ Why do I love you so much ? . . 

After a few weeks’ travelling in Italy they had settled 
in a town in the west of Prance, where Olivier had gained 
an appointment. They saw hardly anybody. They took 
no interest in anything. When they were forced to pay 
calls, their scandalous indifference was so open that it 
hurt some, while it made others smile. Anything that 
was said to them simply made no impression. They had 
the impertinently solemn manner common to young 
married people, who seem to say : 

“ You people don’t know anything at all. . . 
Jacqueline’s pretty pouting face, with its absorbed ex¬ 

pression, Olivier’s happy eyes that looked so far away, 
said only: 

“11 y°u famw how boring we find you! . . . When 
shall we be left alone ?” 

Even the presence of others could not embarrass them. 
It was hard not to see their exchange of glances as they 
talked. ^hey did not need to look to see each other: 
and they would smile: for they knew that they were 
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thinking of the same things at the same time. When 
they were alone once more, after having suffered the con¬ 
straint of the presence of others, they would shout for 
joy — indulge in a thousand childish pranks. They 
would talk baby-language, and find grotesque nicknames 
for each other. She used to call him Olive, Olivet, 
Olifant, Fanny, Mami, Mime, Minaud, Quinaud, Kaunitz, 
Cosima, Cobourg, Panot, Nacot, Ponette, Naquet, and 
Canot. She would behave like a little girl; but she 
wanted to be all things at once to him, to give him 
every kind of love : mother, sister, wife, sweetheart, 
mistress. 

It was not enough for her to share his pleasures : as 
she had promised herself, she shared his work : and that, 
too, was a game. At first she brought to bear on it the 
amused ardour of a woman to whom work is something 
new : she seemed really to take a pleasure in the most 
ungrateful tasks, copying in the libraries, and translating 
dull books : it was part of her plan of life, that it should 
be pure and serious, and wholly consecrated to noble 
thoughts and work in common. And all went well as 
long as the light of love was in them: for she thought 
only of him, and not of what she was doing. The odd 
thing was that everything she did in that way was well 
done. Her mind found no difficulty in taking in abstract 
ideas, which at any other time of her life she would have 
found it hard to follow : her whole being was, as it were, 
uplifted from the earth by love; she did not know it; 
like a sleep-walker moving easily over roofs, gravely and 
gaily, without seeing anything at all, she lived on in her 
dream. . . 

And then she began to see the roofs : but that did not 
give her any qualms: only she asked what she was doing 
so high up, and became herself again. Work bored her. 
She persuaded herself that it stood in the way of her 
love : no doubt because her love had already become less 
ardent. But there was nb evidence of that. They could 
not bear to be out of each other’s sight. They shut 
themselves off from the world, and closed their^oors and 
refused all invitations. They were jealous of the affee- 
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tions of other people, even of their occupations, of every¬ 
thing which distracted them from their love. Olivier’s 
correspondence with Christopher dwindled. Jacqueline 
did not like it: he was a rival to her, representing a part 
of Olivier’s past life in which she had had no share; and 
the more room he filled in Olivier’s life, the more she 
sought, instinctively, to rob him of it. Without any 
deliberate intention, she gradually and steadily alienated 
Olivier from his friend: she made sarcastic comments on 
Christopher’s manners, his face, his way of writing, his 
artistic projects: there was no malice in what she said, 
nor slyness : she was too good-natured for that. Olivier 
was amused by her remarks, and saw no harm in them : 
he thought he still loved Christopher as much as ever, 
but he loved only his personality: and that counts for 
very little in friendship: he did not see that little by 
little he was losing his understanding of him, and his 
interest in his ideas, and the heroic idealism in which 
they had been so united. . . . Love is too sweet a joy 
for the heart of youth: compared with it, what other 
faith can hold its ground % The body of the beloved 
and the soul that breathes in itfare all science and all faith. 
With what a pitying smile does a lover regard the object 
of another’s adoration and the things which he himself 
once adored I Of all the might of life and its bitter 
struggles the lover sees nothing but the passing flower, 
which he believes must live for ever. . . . Love ab¬ 
sorbed Olivier. In the beginning his happiness was not 
so great but it left him with the energy to express it in 
graceful verse. Then even that seemed vain to him : it 
was a theft of {time from love. And Jacqueline also 
set to work to destroy their every source of life, to kill 
the tree of life, (without the support of which the ivy of 
love must die. Thus in their happiness they destroyed 
each other. 

Alas I we so soon grow used to happiness ! When 
selfish happiness is the sole aim of life, life is soon left 
without ago. aim. It becomes a habit, a sort of intoxica¬ 
tion which we cannot do without. And how vitally im- 
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past,—flung her into a state of confusion, which she could 
not understand, so that it appalled and crushed her. She 
would not allow that it was so: she attributed it to her 
nerves, and pretended to laugh it off: but her laughter 
was no less uneasy than her tears. She tried bravely to 
take up her work again: but as soon as she began she 
could not understand how she could ever have taken any 

place remarks that are inevitable in life : she thought 
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nothing good in the world save love. And for a time 
she seemed really to he more in love than ever. 

Olivier, being less passionate and having a greater 
store of |tenderness, was less susceptible to these appre¬ 
hensions : only every now and then he would feel a 
qualm of uneasiness. Besides, his love was preserved in 
some measure by the constraint of his daily occupation, 
his work, which was distasteful to him. But as he was 
highly strung and sensitive, and everything that hap¬ 
pened (in the heart of the woman he loved affected him 
also, Jacqueline’s secret uneasiness infected him. 

One fine afternoon they went for a walk together in 
the country. They had looked forward to the walk 
eagerly and happily. All the world was bright and gay 
about them. But as soon as they set out gloom and 
heavy sadness descended upon them : they felt chilled to 
the heart. They could find nothing to say to each other. 
However, they forced themselves to speak, but every 
word they said rang hollowly, and made them feel the 
emptiness of their lives at that moment. They finished 
their walk mechanically, seeing nothing, feeling nothing. 
They returned home sick at heart. It was twilight: 
their rooms were cold, black, and empty. They did not 
light up at once, to avoid seeing each other. Jacqueline 
went into her room, and, instead of taking off her hat and 
cloak, she sat in silence by the window. Olivier sat, too, 
in the next room with his arms resting on the table. 
The door was open between the two rooms ; they were 
so near that they could have heard each other’s breathing 
And in the semi-darkness they both wept, in silence, 
bitterly. They held their hands over their mouths, so 
that they should make no sound. At last, in agony, 
Olivier said: 

“ Jacqueline. . . .” 
Jacqueline gulped down her sobs, and said : 
“ What is it ?” 
“ Aren’t you coming ?” 
“ Yes, I’m coming.” 
She took off her hat and cloak, and went and bathed 

her eyes. He lit the lamp. In a few minutes she came 
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" I know.’ 
“ I will be.” 
Then they drew two circles at the bottom of the paper 

for kisses. And then she dried her tears, laughed, and 
dressed him up as a favourite of Henri III. by putting 
her toque on his head and her white cape with its collar 
turned up like a ruff round his shoulders. 

In Paris they resumed all their old friendships, but 
they did not find their friends just as they had left them. 
When he heard of Olivier’s arrival, Christopher rushed to 
him delightedly. Olivier was equally rejoiced to see him. 
But as soon as they met they felt an unaccountable con¬ 
straint between them. They both tried to break through 
it, but in vain. Olivier was very affectionate, but there 
was a change in him, and Christopher felt it. A friend 
who marries may do what he will: he cannot be the 
friend of the old days. The woman’s soul is, and must 
be, merged in the man’s. Christopher could detect the 
woman in everything that Olivier said and did, in the 
imperceptible light of his expression, in the unfamiliar 
turn of his lips, in the new inflexions of his voice and the 
trend of his ideas. Olivier was oblivious of it: but he 
was amazed to find Christopher so different from the 
man he had left. He did not go so far as to think that 
it was Christopher who had changed : he recognized that 
the change was in himself, and ascribed it to normal 
evolution, the inevitable result of the passing years ; and 
he was surprised not to find the same progress in Chris¬ 
topher: he thought reproachfully that he had remained 
stationary in his ideas, which had once been so dear to 
him, though now they seemed naive and out of date. 
The truth was that they did not sort well with the stranger 
soul which, unknown to himself, had taken up its abode 
in him. He was most clearly conscious of it when Jacque- 
line was present when they were talking: and then 
between Olivier’s eyes and Christopher there was a veil 
of irony. However, they tried to conceal what they felt. 
Christopher went often to see them, and Jacqueline inno¬ 
cently let fly at him her barbed and poisoned shafts. He 
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without any indulgence in her eyes, and it hurt him and 
made him uneasy. 

However, he had not lost the ascendancy over Jacque¬ 
line which love had given him: and they would have 
gone on quite happily living their life of tender and hard¬ 
working intimacy for long enough had it not been for 
circumstances which altered t heir material condition and 
destroyed its delicate balance. 

Quivi trovammo Pluto il gran nemico. . . . 
A sister of Madame Langeais died. She was the widow 

of a rich manufacturer, and had no children. Her whole 
estate passed to the Langeais. Jacqueline’s fortune was 
more than doubled by it. When she came in for her 
legacy, Olivier remembered what Christopher had said 
about money, and remarked : 

“We were quite well off without it: perhaps it will be 
a bad thing for us.” 

Jacqueline laughed at him : 
“ Silly l” she said. “As though money could ever do 

any harm! We won’t make any change in our way of 
living just yet.” 

Their life remained the same to all appearances : so 
much the same that after a certain time Jacqueline began 
to complain that they were not well enough off : proof 
positive that there was a change somewhere. And, in 
fact, although their income had been doubled or tripled, 
they spent the whole of it without knowing how they 
did it. They began to wonder how they had managed 
to live before. The money flew, and was swallowed up 
by a thousand new expenses, which seemed at once to 
be habitual and indispensable. Jacqueline had begun to 
patronise the great dressmakers: she had dismissed the 
family sempstress who came by the day, a woman she 
had known since she was a child. The days of the little 
fourpenny hats made out of nothing, though they were 
quite pretty all the same, were gone,—gone the days of 
the frocks which were not impeccably smart, though 
they had much of her own grace, and were, indeed, 
a part of herself l The sweet intimate charm which 
shone upon all about her grew fainter every day. The 



power of adaptation, she very quickly caught the colour 
of these sterile and rotten men and women. She could 
not fight against it. At once she became refractory and 
irritable, regarding the idea that it was possible—and 
right—to be happy in her domestic duties and the aurea 
mediocritus as mere “ vulgar manners.” She had lost 
even the capacity to understand the bygone days when 
she had so generously given herself in love. 

Olivier was not strong enough to fight against it. He, 
too, had changed. He had given up his work, and had 
no fixed and compulsory occupation. He wrote, and the 
balance of his life was adjusted by it.. Till then he had 
suffered because he could#not give his whole life to art. 
Now that he could do so he felt utterly lost in the cloudy 
world. Art which is not also a profession, and supported 
by a healthy practical life, art which knows not the neces¬ 
sity of earning the daily bread, loses the best part of its 
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him, even though she had not cared a rap for him before 
even though he were a stranger to her. She was nc 
abashed by the most horrible tasks, and she would eve 
take a strange pleasure in doing those which demande 
the greatest self-denial. She never stopped to thin 
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vice nor virtue, but in both cases only a matter of health. 
But the first was in the better case. 

Jacqueline was crushed by the mere idea of suffering. 
She would have preferred death to physical illness. She 
would have preferred death to the loss of either of her 
sources of joy : her beauty or her youth. That she should 
not have all the happiness to which she thought herself 
entitled,—(for she believed in happiness, it was a matter 
of faith with her, whole-heartedly and absurdly, a religious 
belief),—and that others should have more happiness 
than herself, would have seemed to her the most horrible 
injustice. Happiness was not only a religion to her; it 
was a virtue. To be unhappy seemed to her to be an 
infirmity. Her whole life gradually came to revolve 
round that principle. Her real character had broken 
through the veils of idealism in which in girlish bashful 
modesty she had enshrouded herself. In her reaction 
against the idealism of the past she began to see things 
in a hard, crude light. Things were only true for her in 
proportion as they coincided with the opinion of the 
world and the smoothness of life. She had reached her 
mother’s state of mind : she went to church, and prac¬ 
tised religion punctiliously and indifferently. She never 
stopped to ask herself whether there was any real truth 
in it: she had other more positive mental difficulties : 
and she would think of the mystical revolt of her child¬ 
hood with pitying irony.—And yet her new positivism 
was no more real than her old idealism. She forced it. 
She was neither angel nor brute. She was just a poor 
bored woman. 

She was bored, bored, bored: and her boredom was all 
the greater in that she could not excuse herself on the 
score of not being loved, or by saying that she could not 
endure Olivier. Her life seemed to be stunted, walled 
up, with no future prospect: she longed for a new happi¬ 
ness that should be perpetually renewed ; her longing was 
utterly childish, for it never t6ok into account her in¬ 
different capacity for happiness. She was like so many 
women living idle lives with idle husbands, who have 
every reason to be happy, and yet never cease torturing 
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it is more difficult for her to maintain her grip on them. 
Once a man has come by the idea of the eternal, he feeds 
it with his life-blood. A woman uses it to feed her own 
life: she absorbs it, and does not create it. She must 
always be throwing fresh fuel into her heart and mind: 
she cannot be self-sufficing. And if she cannot believe 
and love, she must destroy—except she possess the 
supreme virtue of serenity. 

Jacqueline had believed passionately in a union based 
on a common faith, in the happiness of struggling and 
suffering together in accomplishment. But she had only 
believed in that endeavour, that faith, while they were 
gilded by the sun of love : and as the sun died down she 
saw them as barren, gloomy mountains standing out 
against the empty sky : and her strength failed her, so 
that she could go no farther on the road: what was the 
good of reaching the summit ? What was there on the 
other side ? It was a gigantic phantom and a snare! 
. . . Jacqueline could not understand how Olivier could 
go on being taken in by such fantastic notions which con¬ 
sumed life: and she began to tell herself that he was not 
very clever, nor very much alive. She was stifling in his 
atmosphere, in which she could not breathe, and the 
instinct of self-preservation drove her on to the attack, 
in self-defence. She strove to scatter and bring to dust 
the injurious beliefs of the man she still loved : she used 
every weapon of irony and seductive pleasure in her 
armoury: she trammelled him with the tendrils of her 
desires and her petty cares : she longed to make him a 
reflection of herself, . - . herself who knew neither what 
she wanted nor what she was I She was humiliated by 
Olivier’s want of success : and she did not care whether 
it were just or unjust; for she had come to believe that 
the only thing which saves a man of talent from failure is 
success. Olivier was oppressed by his consciousness of 
her doubts, and his strength was sapped by it. How¬ 
ever, he struggled on as best he could, as so many men 
have struggled, and will struggle, for the most part 
vainly, i»the unequal conflict in which the selfish instinct 
of the woman upholds itself against the man’s intellectual 



the demands of their laziness, their vanity, and their 
loves, into renunciation of their immortal souls. And, 
if he had done so, Jacqueline would have despised him. 
But, in her blindness, she strove to destroy that force in 
Olivier, which was hers also, their common safeguard: 

to give up Christopher. But he could not make Jacque¬ 
line feel the same about him ; and, his love making him 
weak, he was incapable of hurting her. Christopher who 
saw what was happening to him, and how he was suffering, 

saw that he could not help Olivier in any way by staying, 
but rather made things worse. He was the first to give 
his friend reasons for turning from him: and Olivier, in 
his weakness, accepted those inadequate reasons, while 

and was bitterly sorry for it. 
Christopher bore him no ill-will. He thought that 

there was much truth in the saying that a man s wife is 
his better half. For a man married is but the half of a man. 

He tried to reconstruct his life without Olivier. But 
it was all in vain, and it was idle for him to pnetend that 
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his optimism, he had many hours of sadness. He had 
lost the habit of loneliness. He had been alone, it is 
true, during Olivier’s sojourn in the provinces: but then 
he had been able to pretend and tell himself that his 
friend was away for a time, and would return. Now that 
Ms friend had come back he was farther away than ever. 
His affection for him, wMch had filled his fife for a number 
of years, was suddenly taken from him : it was as though 
he had lost his chief reason for working. Since his friend¬ 
ship for Olivier he had grown used to thinking with Mm 
and bringing Mm into everything he did. His work was 
not enough to supply the gap : for Christopher had grown 
used to weaving the image of Ms friend into his work. 
And now that his friend no longer took any interest in 
Mm, Christopher was thrown off his balance: he set out 
to find another affection to restore it. 

Madame Amaud and PMlomela did not fail Mm. But 
just then such tranquil friendsMp as theirs was not 
enough. 

However, the two women seemed to divine Chris¬ 
topher’s sorrow, and they secretly sympathised with Mm. 
Christopher was much surprised one evening to see 
Madame Amaud come into his room. Till then she had 
never ventured to call on Mm. She seemed to be some¬ 
what'agitated. Christopher paid no heed to it, and set 
her uneasiness down to her shyness. She sat down, and 
for some time said nothing. To put her at her ease, 
Christopher did the honours of Ms room. They talked 
of Olivier, with memories of whom the room was filled. 
Christopher spoke of Mm gaily and naturally, without 
giving so much as a hint of what had happened. But 
Madame Arnaud, knowing it, could not help looking at 
Mm pityingly and saying : 

“ You don’t see each other now ?” 
He thought she had come to console Mm, and felt a 

gust of impatience, for he did not like any meddling with 
his affairs. He replied : 

“ Whenever we like.” 
She blushed, and said : 
44 Oh ! it was not an indiscreet question!” 
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He was sorry for his gruffness, and took her hands : 
“ I beg your pardon,” he said. “ I am always afraid 

of his being blamed. Poor boy! He is suffering as 
much as I. . . . No, we don’t see each other now.” 

“ And lie doesn’t write to you ?” 
“ No,” said Christopher, rather shamefacedly. . . . 
“ How sad life, is !” said Madame Amaud, after a 

moment. 
“ No ; life is not sad,” he said. “ But there are sad 

moments in it.” 
Madame Amaud went on with veiled bitterness : 
“We love, and then we love no longer. What is the 

good of it all ?” 
Christopher replied: 
“ It is good to have loved.” 
She went on: 
“ You have sacrificed yourself for him. If only our 

self-sacrifice could be of any use to those we love ! But 
it makes them none the happier !” 

“ I have not sacrificed myself,” said Christopher 
angrily. “ And if I have, it is because it pleased me to 
do so. There’s no room for arguing about it. One does 
what one has to do. If one did not do it, one would be 
unhappy, and suffer for it! There never was anything 
so idiotic as this talk of sacrifice I Clergymen, in the 
poverty of their hearts, mix it up with a cramped and 
morose idea of Protestant gloom. Apparently, if an act 
of sacrifice is to be good, it must be besotted. . . . Good 
Lord! if a sacrifice means sorrow to you, and not joy, 
then don’t do it; you are unworthy of it. A man doesn’t 
sacrifice himself for the King of Prussia, but for himself. 
If you don’t feel the happiness that lies in the gift of 
yourself, then get out! You don’t deserve to live.” 

Madame Amaud listened to Christopher without daring 
to look at him. Suddenly she got up and said : 

“ Good-bye.” 
Then he saw that she had come to confide in him, and 

said: 
“ Oh ! forgive me. I’m a selfish oaf, and can*only talk 

about myself. Please stay. Won’t you ?” 



78 JOHN CHRISTOPHER 

She said: 
“ No : I cannot. • . . Thank you. . . .fS 
And she left him. 
It was some time before they met again. She gave no 

sign of life ; and he did not go to see either her or Philo¬ 
mela. He was fond of both of them : but he was afraid 
of having to talk to them about things that made him 
sad. And, besides, for the time being, their calm, dull 
existence, with its too rarefied air, was not suited to his 
needs. He wanted to see new faces ; it was imperative 
that he should find a new interest, a new love, to occupy 
his mind. 

By way of being taken out of himself he began to fre¬ 
quent the theatres which he had neglected for a long 
time. The theatre seemed to him to be an interesting 
school for a musician who wishes to observe and take 
note of the accents of the passions. 

It was not that he had any greater sympathy with 
French plays than when he first came to live in Paris. 
Outside his small liking for their eternal stale and brutal 
subjects connected with the psycho-physiology of love, 
it seemed to him that the language of the French theatre, 
especially in poetic drama/.was ultra-false. Neither their 
prose nor their verse had anything in common with the 
living language and the genius of the people. Their 
prose was an artificial language, the language of a polite 
chronicle with the best, that of a vulgar feuilletonist 
with the worst. Their poetry justified Goethe’s gibe: 

“ Poetry is all very well for those who have nothing to 
say.” 

It was a wordy and inverted prose: the profusion of 
metaphors clumsily tacked on to it in imitation of the 
lyricism of other nations produced an effect of utter 
falsity upon any sincere person. Christopher set no more 
store by these poetic dramas than he did by the Italian 
operas with their shrill mellifluous airs and their orna¬ 
mental vocal exercises. He was much more interested in 
the actorg than the plays. And the authors had tried 
hard to imitate them. “ It was hopeless to think that a 
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play could be performed with any success unless the author 
had looked to it that his characters were modelled on the 
vices of the actors” The situation was hardly at all 
changed since the time when Diderot wrote those lines. 
The actors had become the models of the art of the 
theatre. As soon as any one of them reached success, he 
had his theatre, his compliant tailor-authors, and his 
plays made to measure. 

Among these great mannequins of literary fashions 
Frangoise Oudon attracted Christopher. Paris had been 
infatuated with her for a couple of years or so. She, too, 
of course, had her theatre and her purveyors of parts : 
however, she did not only act in plays written for her : 
her mixed repertory ranged from Ibsen to Sardou, from 
Gabriele d’Annunzio to Dumas fils, from Bernard Shaw 
to the latest Parisian playwrights. Upon occasion she 
would even venture into the Versailles’ avenues of the 
classic hexameter, or on to the deluge of images of Shake¬ 
speare. But she was ill at ease in that galley, and her 
audience was even more so. Whatever she played, she 
played herself, nothing but herself, always. It was both 
her weakness and her strength. Until the public had 
been awakened to an interest in her personality, her act¬ 
ing had had no success. As soon as that interest was 
roused, everything she did appeared marvellous. And, 
indeed, it was well worth while in watching her to forget 
the usually pitiful plays which she betrayed by endowing 
and adorning them with her vitality. The mystery of 
the woman’s body, swayed by a stranger soul, was to 
Christopher far more moving than the plays in which she 
acted. 

She had a fine, clear-cut, rather tragic profile. She 
had not the marked heavy lines of the Roman style : on 
the contrary, her lines were delicate and Parisian, d la 
Jean Goujon—as much like a boy’s as a woman’s. A 
short, finely-modelled nose. A beautiful mouth, with 
thin lips, cmling rather bitterly. Bright cheeks, girlishly 
thin, in which there was something touching, the light of 
inward suffering. A strong chin. Pale complexion. 
One of those habitually impassive faces which are trana- 
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parent in spite of themselves, and reveal the soul quiver¬ 
ing behind it, as though it were exposed in its nakedness ; 
one of those faces in which the soul seems to be ever, in 
©very part of it, just beneath the skin. She had very 
fine hair and eyebrows, and her changing eyes were grey 
and amber-coloured, passing quickly from one light to 
another, greenish and golden, like the eyes of a cat. And 
there was something catlike in all her nature, in her 
apparent torpor, her semi-somnolence, with eyes wide 
open, always on the watch, always suspicious, while sud¬ 
denly she would nervously and rather cruelly relax her 
watchfulness. She was not so tall as she appeared, nor 
so slender ; she had beautiful shoulders, lovely arms, and 
fine, long hands. She was very neat in her dress, and 
her coiffure, always trim and tasteful, with none of the 
Bohemian carelessness or the exaggerated smartness of 
many artists—even in that she was catlike, instinctively 
aristocratic, although she had risen from the gutter. At 
bottom she was incurably shy and wild. 

She must have been a little less than thirty. Chris¬ 
topher had heard people speak of her at Gamache’s with 
coarse admiration, as a woman of great freedom, intelli¬ 
gence, and boldness, tremendous and inflexible energy, 
and burning ambition, but bitter, fantastic, perplexing, 
and violent, a woman who had waded through a deal of 
mud before she had reached her present pinnacle of fame, 
and had since avenged herself. 

One day, when Christopher was going by train to see 
Philomela at Meudon, as he opened the door of a com¬ 
partment, he saw the actress sitting there. She seemed 
to be agitated and perturbed, and Christopher’s appear¬ 
ance annoyed her. She turned her back on him, and 
looked obstinately out of the opposite window. But 
Christopher was so struck by the changed expression in 
her face, that he could not stop gazing at her with a naive 
and embarrassing compassion. It exasperated her, and 
she flung an angry look at him which he did not under¬ 
stand. At the next station she got out and went into 
another compartment. Then for the first time it oc¬ 
curred to him—rather late in the day—that he had 
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driven her away : and he was greatly distressed. A few 
days later, at a station on the same line, he was sitting 
on the only seat on the platform, waiting for the train 
back to Paris. She appeared, and came and sat by his 
side. He began to move, but she said : 

“ Stay.” 
They were alone. He begged her pardon for having 

forced her to go to another compartment the other day, 
saying that if he had had any idea that he was incom¬ 
moding her he would have got out himself. She smiled 
ironically, and only replied : 

“ You were certainly unbearable with your persistent 
staring.” 

He said: 
“ I begged your pardon: I could not help it. . . . 

You looked so unhappy.” 
“ Web, what of it ?” she said. 
“ It was too strong for me. If you saw a man drown¬ 

ing, wouldn’t you hold out your hand to him 1” 
“ I ? Certainly not,” she said. “ I would push him 

under water, so as to get it over quickly.” 
She spoke with a mixture of bitterness and humour : 

and, when he looked at her in amazement, she laughed. 
The train came in. It was full up, except for the last 

carriage. She got in. The porter told them to hurry up. 
Christopher, who had no mind to repeat the scene of a 
few days before, was for finding another compartment, 
but she said: 

“ Come in.” 
He got in, and she said : 
“ To-day I don’t mind.” 
They began to talk. Christopher tried very seriously 

to prove to her that it was not right not to take an interest 
in others, and that people could do so much for each 
other by helping and comforting each other. . . . 

“ Consolation,” she said, “ is not much in my line*- . . 
And as Christopher insisted : 
“ Yes,” she said, with her impertinent smile ; C£ the part 

of comforter is all very well for the man who plan's it.” 
It was a moment or two before he grasped her mean- 

VOL. IV. 6 



82 JOHN CHRISTOPHER 

mg. When he understood, when he fancied that she sus¬ 
pected him of seeking his own interest, while he was only 
thinking of her, he got up indignantly and opened the 
door, and made as though to climb out, although the 
train was moving. She prevented him, though not with¬ 
out difficulty. He sat down again angrily, and shut the 
door just as the train shot into a tunnel. 

“ You see,” she said, “ you might have been killed.’1 
“ I don’t care,” he said. 
He refused to speak to her again. 
“ People are so stupid,” he said. " They make each 

other suffer, they suffer, and when a man goes to help 
another fellow-creature, he is suspected. It is disgusting. 
People like that are not human.” 

She laughed and tried to soothe him. She laid her 
gloved hand on Ms : she spoke to Mm gently, and called 
him by Ms name. 

“ What 1” he said. “ You know me ?” 
“ As if everybody didn’t know everybody in Paris! 

We’re all in the same boat. But it was horrid of me to 
speak to you as I did. You are a good fellow. I can 
see that. Come ; calm yourself. Shake hands ! Let us 
make peace l” 

They shook hands, and went on talking amicably. She 
said: 

“ It is not my fault, you know. I have had so many 
experiences with men that I have become suspicious.” 

“ They have deceived me, too, many a time,” said 
Christopher. “ But I always give them credit for some¬ 
thing better.” 

“ I see ; you were bom to be gulled.” 
He began to laugh : 
“ Yes; I’ve been taken in a good many times in my 

life; I’ve gulped down a good many lies. But it does 
me no harm. I’ve a good stomach. I can put up with 
worse things, hardsMp, poverty, and, if necessary, I can 
gulp down with their lies the ’poor fools who attack me. 
It does me good, if anything.” 

“ You’re in luck,” she said “ You’re sometMng like 
a man.” 



the things in it, and saw the photograph of Louisa 
“ Your mother ?” she said. • 
" Yes." 



mg her questions, for she cross-examined him very skil¬ 
fully : so much so, that he told her something of what he 

What time is it ? Oh ! good Heavens ! 
here two whole hours ! . . . Please forgn 
Ah ! what a rest it has been ! . . 

d 

y 
Sometimes. ... It would do me good. But I wouldn’t 
like to bore you or waste your time. . . . Only a minute 
or two every now and then. . . .” 

“ I’ll come and see you,” said Christopher. 
“ No, don’t do that. I would much rather come to 

evening ne neara oy accident tJiat she was seriously ill, 
and had not been acting for some weeks. He went to 
see her, although she had forbidden it. She was not at 
home : but when she heard who it was, she sent and had 
him brought back as he was going down the stairs. She 
was in bed, but much better: she had had pneumonia, 
and looked altered : but she still had her ironical manner 
and her 0 watchful expression, which there was no dis- 
arming. However, she seemed to be really pleased to 
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He buried Ms face in the bedclothes. She laughed 
frankly, and gave him a tap on the head : 

“ Ah ! that’s not Parisian ! That’s something like ! 
I know you again. Come, show your face. Don’t weep 
all over my bed.” 

“ Do you forgive me ?” 
“ I forgive you. But don’t do it again.” 
She talked to Mm a little more, asked him what he 

was doing, and was then tired, bored, and dismissed him. 
He had arranged to go and see her again the following 

week. But just as he was setting out he received a tele¬ 
gram from her telling him not to come: she was having 
a bad day.—Then, the next day but one, she sent for 
Mm. He went, and found her convalescent, sitting by 
the window, with her feet up. It was early spring, with 
a sunny sky and the young buds on the trees. She was 
more gentle and affectionate than he had yet seen her. 
She told him that she could not see anybody the other 
day, and would have detested Mm as much as anybody 
else. 

a And to-day ?” 
“To-day I feel young and fresh, and I feel fond of 

everything else about me that feels young and fresh— 
as you do.” 

“ And yet I am neither very young nor very fresh.” 
“ You will be both until the day of your death.” 
They talked about what he had been doing since their 

last meeting, and about the theatre in which she was 
going to resume her work soon : and on that she told him 
what she thought of the theatre, which disgusted her, 
while it held her in its grip. 

She did not want Mm to come again, and promised to 
resume her visits to Ms flat. He told her the times when 
she would be least likely to disturb his work. They 
arranged a countersign. She was to knock at the door 
in a certain way, and he was to open or not as he felt 
inclined. ... 

She did not go beyond bounds at first. But once, 
when she was going to a society At Home, where she was 
to recite, the idea of it bored her at the last moment: 
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she stopped on the way and telephoned to say that she 
could not come, and she told her man to drive to Chris¬ 
topher’s. She only meant to say good-night to him as 
she passed. But, as it turned out, she began to confide 
in Mm that night, and told him all her life from her 
childhood on. 

A sad childhood ! An accidental father whom she had 
never known. A mother who kept an ill-famed inn in a 
suburb of a town in the north of France : the carters used 
to go and drink there, use the proprietress, and bully 
her. One of them married her because she had some 
small savings : he used to beat her and get drunk. Fran- 
foise had an elder sister who was a servant in the inn: 
she was worked to death; the proprietor made her his 
mistress in the sight and knowledge of her mother; she 
was consumptive, and had died. Frangoise had grown 
up amid scenes of violence and shameful things. She 
saw her mother and sister weep, suffer, accept, degrade 
themselves, and die. And desperately she made up her 
mind not to submit to it, and to escape from her infamous 
surroundings : she was a rebel by instinct: certain acts of 
injustice would set her beside herself : she used to scratch 
and bite when she was thrashed. Once she tried to hang 
herself. She did not succeed : she had hardly set about 
it than she was afraid lest she might succeed only too 
well; and, even while she was beginning to choke and 
desperately clutching at the rope and trying to loosen it 
with stiff fumbling fingers, there was writhing in her a 
furious desire to live. And since she could not escape by 
death,—(Christopher smiled sadly, remembering Ms own 
experiences,)—she swore that she would win, and be free, 
rich, and trample under foot all those who oppressed her. 
She had made it a vow in her lair one evening, when in 
the next room she could hear the oaths of the man, and 
the cries of her mother as he beat ber, and her sister s 
sobs. How utterly wretched she felt 1 And yet her 
vow had been some solace. She clenched her teeth and 
thought: 

“ I will crush the lot of you.” 
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In that dark childhood there had been one ray of light: 
One day, one of the little grubby boys with whom she 

used to lark in the gutter, the son of the stage-door keeper 
of the theatre, got her in to the rehearsal, although it 
was strictly forbidden. They stole to the very back of 
the building in the darkness. She was gripped by the 
mystery of the stage, gleaming in the darkness, and by 
the magnificent and incomprehensible things that the 
actors were saying, and by the queenly bearing of the 
actress,—who was, in fact, playing a queen in a romantic 
melodrama. She was chilled by emotion: and at the 
same time her heart thumped. . . . “That—that is 
what I must be some day !” . . . Oh ! if she could ever 
be like that! . . .—When it was over she wanted at all 
costs to see the evening performance. She let her com¬ 
panion go out, and pretended to follow him: and then 
she turned back and hid herself in the theatre: she 
cowered away under a seat, and stayed there for three 
hours without stirring, choked by the dust: and when 
the performance was about to begin and the audience was 
arriving, just as she was creeping out of her hiding-place, 
she had the mortification of being pounced on, ignomini- 
ously expelled amid jeers and laughter,, and taken home, 
where she was whipped. She would have died that night 
had she not known now what she must do later onto 
master these people and avenge herself on them. 

Her plan was made. She took a situation as a servant 
m the Hotel et Cafe du Theatre, where the actors put up. 
bhe could hardly read or write: and she had read nothing 
for she had nothing to read. She wanted to learn, and 
aPPked herself to it with frantic energy. She used to 
steal books from the guests’ rooms, and read them at 
night by moonlight or at dawn, so as not to use her candle. 
I hanks to the untidiness of the actors, her larcenies 
passed unnoticed or else the owners put up with cursing 

sw^ring* She used to restore their books when she 
had read them,—except one or two which had moved her 
wo much for her to be able to part with them ;—but she 
did not return them intact. She used to tear out the 
pages which had pleased her. When she took the books 
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back she used carefully to slip them under the bed or the 
furniture, so as to make the owners of them believe that 
they had never left the room. She used to glue her ears 
to the door to listen to the actors going over their parts. 
And when she was alone, sweeping the corridor, she would 
mimic their intonations in a whisper and gesticulate. 
When she was caught doing so she was laughed at and 
jeered at. She would say nothing, and boil with rage.— 
That sort of education might have gone on for a long time 
had she not on one occasion been imprudent enough to 
steal the script of a part from the room of an actor. The 
actor stamped and swore. No one had been to his room 
except the servant: he accused her. She denied it 
boldly: he threatened to have her searched: she threw 
herself at his feet and confessed everything, even to her 
other pilferings and the pages she had tom out of the 
books: the whole boiling. He cursed and swore fright¬ 
fully : but he was not so angry as he seemed. He asked 
why she had done it. When she told him that she 
wanted to become an actress he roared with laughter. 
He questioned her, and she recited whole pages which 
she had learned by heart: he was struck by it, and said : 

“ Look here, would you like me to give you lessons ?” 
She was in the highest heaven of delight, and kissed 

his hands. 
“ Ah!” she said to Christopher, “ how I should have 

loved him !” 
Rut at once he added : 
“ Only, my dear, you know you can’t have anything 

for nothing. . . 
She was chaste, and had always been scared and 

modest -with those who had pursued her with their over- 
tores. Her absolute chastity, her ardent need of purity, 
her disgust with things unclean and ignoble loveless sen¬ 
suality, had been with her always from her childhood on, 
as a result of the despair and nausea of the sad sights 
which she saw about her on all sides at home :—and they 
were with her still. . . . Ah l unhappy creature ! She 
had borne much punishment! . . . What a mockery of 
Fate l . . . 
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“ Then,” asked Christopher, “ yon consented V9 
“ Ah!” she said, “ I would have gone through fire to 

get out of it. He threatened to have me arrested as a 
thief. I had no choice.—That was how I was initiated 
into art—and life.” 

“ The blackguard !” said Christopher. 
“ Yes, I hated him. But I have met so many men 

since that he does not seem to me to be one of the worst. 
He did at least keep his word. He taught me what he 
knew—(not much l)—of the actor’s trade. He got me 
into his company. At first I was everybody’s servant. 
I played little scraps of parts. Then one night, when the 
soubrette was ill, they risked giving me her part. I went 
on from that. They thought me impossible, grotesque, 
uncouth. I was ugly then. I remained ugly until I was 
decreed,—if not c divine ’ like the other Woman,—the 
highest, the ideal type of woman, . . . ‘Woman.’ . . . 
Idiots 1 As for my acting, it was thought extrava¬ 
gant and incorrect. The public did not like me. The 
other players used to make fun of me. I was kept on 
because I was useful in spite of everything, and was not 
expensive. Not only was I not expensive, but . I paid 1 
Ah ! I paid for every step, every advance, rung by rung, 
with my suffering, with my body. Fellow-actors, the 
manager, the impresario, the impresario’s friends. . . 

She stopped: her face was very pale, her lips were 
pressed together, there was a hard stare in her eyes : no 
tears came, but it was plain to see that her soul was 
shedding tears of blood. In a flash she was living 
through the shameful past, and the consuming desire to 
conquer which had upheld her—a desire that burned the 
more with every fresh stain and degradation that she had 
had to endure. She would sometimes have been glad to 
die : but it would have been too abominable to succumb 
in the midst of humiliation and to go no farther. Better 
to take' her life before—if so it must be—or after victory. 
But not when she had degraded herself and not enjoyed 
the price of it. . . . 

She said no more. Christopher was pacing up and 
down the room in anger : he was in a mood to slay these 
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men who had made this woman suffer and besmirched 
her. Then he looked at her with the eyes of pity: and 
he stood near her and took her face in his hands and 
pressed it fondly, and said : 

“ Poor little woman !” 
She made to thrust him away. He said : 
“ You must not he afraid of me. I love you.” 
Then the tears trickled down her pale cheeks. He 

knelt down by her and kissed— 

“ La lunga man d’ogni bdlezza piena. . . 

—the long, delicate hands on which two tears had fallen. 
He sat down again, and she recovered herself and 

calmly went on with her story : 
An author had at last launched her. He had dis¬ 

covered in the strange little creature a daimon, a genius, 
—and, even better for his purpose, “ a dramatic type, a 
new woman, representative of an epoch.” Of course, he 
made her his mistress after so many others had done the 
same. And she let him take her, as she had suffered the 
others, without love, and even with the opposite of love. 
But he had made her famous : and she had done the same 
for him. 

“ And now,” said Christopher, “ the others cannot do 
anything to you : you can do what you like with them.” 

“ You think so ?” she said bitterly. 
Then she told him of Fate’s other mockery,—her 

passion for a knave whom she despised: a literary man 
who had exploited her, had plucked out the most sorrow¬ 
ful secrets of her soul, and turned them into literature, 
and then had left her. 

“ I despise him,” she said, “ as I despise the dirt on 
my boots : and I tremble with rage when I think that I 
love him, that he has but to hold up his finger, and I 
should go running to him, and humble myself before such 
a cur. But what can I do ? I have a heart that will 
never love what my mind desires. And I am compelled 
alternately to sacrifice and humiliate one or the other. 
I have a heart: I have a body. And they cry out and 
cry out and demand their share of happiness. And I 
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have nothing to curb them with, for I believe in nothing. 
I am free. . . . Free ? I am the slave of my heart and 
my body, which often, almost always, in spite of myself, 
desire and have their will. They carry me away, and I 
am ashamed. But what can I do ? . . .” 

She stopped for a moment, and mechanically'moved the 
cinders in the fire with the tongs. 

“ I have read in books,” she said, “ that actors feel 
nothing. And, indeed, those whom I meet are nearly all 
conceited, grown-up children who are never troubled by 
anything but petty questions of vanity. I do not know 
if it is they who are not true comedians, or myself. I 
fancy it must be I. In any case, I pay for the others.” 

She stopped speaking. It was three in the morning. 
She got up to go. Christopher told her to wait until the 
morning before she went home, and proposed that she 
should go and lie down on his bed. She preferred to 
stay in the arm-chair by the dead fire, and went on talking 
quietly while all the house was still. 

“ You will be tired to-morrow.” 
“ I am used to it. But what about you ? * # . What 

are you doing to-morrow V9 
“ I am free. I have a lesson to give about eleven. . . . 

Besides, I am strong.” 
“ All the more reason why you should sleep soundly.” 
“ Yes ; I sleep like a log. Not even pain can stand out 

against it. I am sometimes furious with myself for sleep¬ 
ing so well. So many hours wasted! . . . I am de¬ 
lighted to be able to take my revenge on sleep for once in 
a way, and to cheat it of a night.” 

They went on talking in low tones, with long intervals 
of silence. And Christopher went to sleep. Frangoise 
smiled and supported his head to keep him from falling. 
: . . She sat by the window dreaming and looking down 
into the darkness of the garden, which presently was lit 
up. About seven o’clock she woke Christopher gently, 
and said good-bye. 

In the course of the month she came at times when 
Christopher was out, and found the door shut. Chris- 
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topher sent her a key to the flat, so that she could go 
there when she liked. She went more than once when 
Christopher was away, and she would leave a little bunch 
of violets on the table, or a few words scribbled on a sheet 
of paper, or a sketch, or a caricature—just to show that 
she had been. 

one evening, when she left the theatre, she went 
to the flat to resume their pleasant talk. She found him 
at work, and they began to talk. But at the very outset 
they both felt that the friendly comfortable mood of the 
last occasion was gone. She tried to go : but it was too 
late. Not that Christopher did anything to prevent her. 
It was her own will that failed her and would not let her 
go. They stayed there with the gathering consciousness 
of the desire that was in them. And they took. 

Following on that night she'disappeared for some weeks. 
In him there had been roused a sensual ardour that had 
lain dormant for months before, and he could not live 
without her. She had forbidden him to go to her house : 
he went to see her at the theatre. He sat far back, and 
he was aflame with love and devotion: every nerve in 
his body thrilled : the tragic intensity which she brought 
to her acting consumed him also in its fire. At last he 
wrote to her : 

“ Mt dear,—Are you angry with me ? Forgive me if 
I have hurt you.” 

When she received his humble little note she hastened 
to him and flung herself into his arms. 

“ It would have been better to be just friends, good 
friends. But since it is impossible, it is no good holding 
out against the inevitable. Come what may !” 

They lived together. They kept on in their separata 
flats, and each of them was free. Franpoise could not 
have submitted to a regular cohabitation with Chris¬ 
topher. Besides, her position would not allow it. Sha 
used to go to Christopher’s flat and spend part of the day 
and night with him; but she used to return to her own 
place every day and also sleep there. 
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During the vacation, when the theatre was closed, they 
took a house together outside Paris, near Gil They had 
many happy days there, though there were clouds of 
sadness too. They were days of confidence and work. 
They had a beautiful light room, high up, with a wide view 
over the fields. At night through the window as they 
lay they could see the strange shadows of the clouds 
floating across the clear, dull darkness of the sky. Lying 
in each other’s arms, half asleep, they could hear the 
joyous crickets chirping and the showers falling; the 
breath of the autumn earth—honeysuckle, clematis, glycine 
and new-mown hay,—filled the house and soothed their 
senses. The silence of the night. Sleep, side by side. 
Silence. In the distance dogs barked. Cocks crowed. 
Dawn comes. The tinkling angelus rings in the distant 
belfry, through the cold, grey twilight, and they shiver 
in the warmth of their nest, and yet more lovingly hold 
each other close. The voices of the birds awake in the 
trellis on the wall. Christopher opens his eyes, holds his 
breath, and his heart melts as he looks down at the dear 
tired face of his sleeping beloved, pale with the paleness 
of love.... 

Their love was no selfish passion. It was a profound 
lore in comradeship, in which the body alp demanded 
its share. They did not hinder each other. They both 
went on with their work. Christopher’s genius and kind¬ 
ness and moral fibre were dear to Pran9oise. She felt older 
than he in many ways, and she found a maternal pleasure 
in the relation. She regretted her inability to under¬ 
stand anything he played: music was a closed book to 
her, except at rare moments, when she would be over¬ 
come by a wild emotion, which came less from the music 
than from her own inner self, from the passion in which 
she was steeped at that time, she and everything about 
her, the country, people, colour, and sound. But she 
was none the less conscious of* Christopher’s genius, be¬ 
cause it was expressed in a mysterious language which 
she did not understand. It was like watching a great 
actor playing in a foreign language. Her own genius 
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was rekindled by it. ^ Otaistopher th^» 
could project his ideas and body forth his passions in tne 
mind of the woman and her beloved body : they seemed 
to him more beautiful there than they were in Jnmrff- 
endowed with an an%ne and ■seennngly ■tonal^heangh 
Intimacy with such a soul, so feminine, so weak and kuna 
and cruel, and genial in flashes, was a source of boundless 
wealth. She taught him much about ^ ^ 
about women of whom he knew very little, while s 
judged them with swift, unerring perception. But especn 
ally he was indebted to her for a better understanding 
of the theatre; she helped him to pierce through to 
spirit of that admirable art, the most perfect of all arts 
the fullest and most sober. She revealed to him tne 
beauty of that magic instrument of the human dream, 
and made him see that he must write for it and not for 
himself, as he had a tendency to do,—(the tendency of too 
many artists, who, like Beethoven, refuse to write for a 
confounded violin when the Spirit speaks to them ).—A 
great dramatic poet is not ashamed to work for a particular 
theatre and to adapt his ideas to the actors at his disposal. 
he sees no belittlement in that: but he knows that a vast 
auditorium calls for different methods of expression than 
those necessary for a smaller space, and that a man does 
not write trumpet-blares for the flute. The theatre, like 
the fresco, is art fitted to its place. And therefore it is 
above all else the human art, the living art. ; 

Frangoise’s ideas were in accordance with Christopher s, 
who, at that stage in his career, was inclined towards a 
collective art, in communion with other men. Fran¬ 
coises experience helped him to grasp the mysterious 
collaboration which is set up between the audience and 
the actor. Though Frangoise was a realist, and had very 
few illusions, yet she had a great perception of the power 
of reciprocal suggestion, the waves of sympathy which pass 
between the actor and the multitude, the great silence of 
thousands of men and women from which arises the single 
voice of their interpreter. Naturally she could only feel 
it in intermittent flashes, very, very rare, which were 
hardly ever reproduced at the same passages in .the same 
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play. Eor the rest her work was a soulless trade, an 
intelligent and coldly mechanical routine. But the interest 
of it lay in the exception—the flash of light which pierced 
the darkness of the abyss, the common soul of millions of 
men and women whose living force was expressed in her 
for the space of a second of eternity. 

It was this common soul which it was the business of 
the great artist to express. His ideal should be a living 
objectivism, in which the poet should throw himself into 
those for whom he sings, and denude himself of self, to 
clothe the collective passions which are blown over the 
world like a mighty wind. Fran$oise was all the more 
keenly conscious of the necessity, inasmuch as she was 
incapable of such disinterestedness, and always played 
herself.—For the last century and a half the disordered 
efflorescence of individual lyricism has been tinged with 
morbidity. Moral greatness consists in feeling much and 
controlling much, in being sober in words and chaste in 
thought, in not making a parade of it, in making a look 
speak and speak profoundly, without childish exaggera¬ 
tion or effeminate effusiveness, to those who can grasp 
the half-spoken thought, to men. Modem music, which 
is so loquaciously introspective, dragging in indiscreet 
confidences at every turn, is immodest and lacking in 
taste. It is like those invalids who can think of nothing 
but their illnesses, and never weary of discussing them 
with other people and going into repulsive petty details. 
This travesty of art has been growing more and more 
prevalent for the last century. Fran§oise, who was no 
musician, was disposed to see a sign of decadence in the 
development of music at the expense of poetry, like a 
polypus sucking it dry. Christopher protested: but, upon 
reflection, he began to wonder whether there might not 
be some truth in it. The first lieder written to poems of 
Goethe were sober and apt: soon Schubert came and in¬ 
fused his romantic sentimentality into them and gave them 
a twist: Schumann introduced his girlish languor : and, 
down to Hugo Wolf, the movement had gone on towards 
more stress in declamation, indecent analysis, a presump¬ 
tuous endeavour to leave no smallest comer of the soul 
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unlit. Every veil 8.1)out tlie mysteries of the heart was 
rent. Things s&id in all earnestness by s msn wore now 
screamed aloud by shameless girls who showed themselves 
in their nakedness. 

Christopher was rather ashamed of such art, by which 
he was himself conscious of being contaminated : and 
without seeking to go back to the past,—-(an absurd, un¬ 
natural desire), he steeped himself in the spirit of tho^e 
of the masters of the past who had been haughtily discrS 
in their thought and had possessed the sense of a great 
collective art: like Handel, who, scorning the tearful 
piety of his time and country, wrote his colossal Anthems 
and his. oratorios, those heroic epics which are songs of 
the nations for the nations. The difficulty was to find 
inspiring subjects, which, like the Bible in Handel’s time, 
could arouse emotions common to all the nations of 
modem Europe. Modem Europe had no common book: 
no poem, no prayer, no act of faith which was the property 
of all. Oh ! the shame that should overwhelm all the 
writers, artists, thinkers, of to-day! Not one of them 
has written, not one of them has thought, for all. Only 
Beethoven has left a few pages of a new Gospel of conso¬ 
lation and brotherhood : but only musicians can read it, 
and the majority of men will never hear it. Wagner, on 
the hill at Bayreuth, has tried to build a religious ’ art 
to bind all men together. But his great soul had too 
little simplicity and too many of the blemishes of the 
decadent music and thought of his time : not the fishers 
of Galilee have come to the holy hill, but the Pharisees. 

Christopher felt sure what he had to do: but he had 
no poet, and he was forced to be self-sufficing and to con¬ 
fine himself to music. And music, whatever people say, 
is not a universal language : the bow of words is necessary 
to send the arrow of sound into the hearts of all men. 

Christopher planned to write a suite of symphonies 
inspired by everyday life. Among others he conceived 
a Domestic Symphony, hi his own maimer, which was 
very different from that of Richard Strauss. He was not 
concerned with materialising family life in a cinemato¬ 
graph picture, by making use of a conventional alphabet* 

vol. iv. 7 
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in which musical themes expressed arbitrarily the various 
characters whom, if the auditor’s eyes and ears could 
stand it, were presently to he seen going through divers 
evolutions together. That seemed to him a pedantic and 
childish game for a great contrapuntist. He did not try 
to describe characters or actions, but only to express 
emotions familiar to every man and woman, in which 
they could find the echo of their own souls, and perhaps 
comfort and relief. The first movement expressed the 
grave and simple happiness of a loving young couple, 
with its tender sensuality, its confidence in the future, its 
joy and hopes. The second movement was an elegy on 
the death of a child. Christopher had avoided with horror 
any effort to depict death, and realistic detail in the ex¬ 
pression of sorrow: there was only the utter misery of it, 
—yours, mine, everybody s, of being face to face with a 
misfortune which falls or may fall to the lot of everybody. 
The soul, prostrate in its grief, from which Christopher had 
banned the usual effects of snivelling melodrama, recovered 
bit by bit, in a sorrowful effort, to offer its suffering as a 
sacrifice to God. Once more it set bravely out on the road, 
in the next movement, which was linked with the second,— 
a headstrong fugue, the bold design and insistent rhythm 
of which captivated, and, through struggles and tears, led 
on to a mighty march, full of indomitable faith. The 
last movement depicted the evening of life. The themes 
of the opening movement reappeared in it with their 
touching confidence and their tenderness which could not 
grow old, but riper, emerging from the shadow of sorrow, 
crowned with light, and, like a rich blossoming, raising 
a religious hymn of love to life and God. 

Christopher also rummaged in the books of the past 
for great, simple, human subjects speaking to the best in 
the hearts of all men. He chose two such stories : Joseph 
and Niobe. But then Christopher was brought up not 
only against his need of a poet, but against the vexed 
question, which has been argued for centuries and never 
solved, of the union of poetry and music. His talks with 
Frangoise had brought him back to his idea, sketched 
out long ago with Corinne, of a form of musical drama, 
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clashed. But their differences were never of a vulgar 
character : for Christopher had won Frangoise’s respect. 
And Frangoise, who could sometimes be so cruel, was 
kind to those who were kind to her; no power on earth 
could have made her do anything to hurt them. And 
besides, both of them had a fund of gay humour. She was 
always the first to laugh at herself. She was still eating 
her heart out: for the old passion still had its grip on her: 
she still thought of the blackguard she loved: and she 
could not bear to be in so humiliating a position or, above 
all, to have Christopher suspecting what she was feeling. 

Christopher would sometimes find her for days together 
silent and restless and given up to melancholy, and could 
not understand how she could be unhappy. She had 
achieved her end: she was a great artist, admired, 
flattered. ... 

“ Yes,” she would say; “ that would be all very well 
if I were one of those famous actresses, with no soul 
above shopkeeping, who run the theatre just as they would 
run any other business. They are quite happy when they 
have 4 realised ’ a good position, a commonplace, wealthy 
marriage, and—the ne plus ultra—been decorated. I 
wanted more than that. Unless one is a fool, success 
is even more empty than failure, 
that 1” 

You 4^st know 

“ I know,” said Christopher. “ Ah I Dear God, that 
is not what I imagined fame to be when I was a child. 
How I longed for it, and what a shining thing it seemed 
to be ! It was almost a religion to me then. ... No 
matter ! There is one divine virtue in success : the good 
it gives one the power to do.” 

“ What good ? One has conquered. But what’s the 
good of it ? Nothing is altered. Theatres, concerts, 
everything is just the same. A new fashion succeeds 
the old: that is all. They do not understand one, or 
only superficially : and they begin to think of something 
else at once. . . . Do you yourself understand other 
artists ? In any case, they don’t understand you. The 
people you love best are so far away from you! Look 

your Tolstoy. . , 
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you while they degrade you: they get just as much 
pleasure out of watching any old stager act: they drag 
you down to the level of the idiots you despise. In 
their eyes all successful people are exactly the same.” 

66 And yet, when all is told, it is the greatest of all who 
go down to posterity with the greatest.” 

“ It is only the backward movement of time. Moun¬ 
tains grow taller the farther you go away from them. 
You see their height better: but you are farther away 
from them. . . . And besides, who is to tell us who are 
the greatest ? What do you know of the men who have 
disappeared 1” 

“ Nonsense !” said Christopher. “ Even if nobody were 
to feel what I think and what I am, I think my thoughts 
and I am what I am just the same. I have my music, I 
love it, I believe in it : it is the truest thing in my life.” 

“ You are free in your art,—you can do what you like. 
But what can I do % I am forced to act in the plays 
they give me, and go on acting until I am sick of it. We 
are not yet, in France, such beasts of burden as those 
American actors who play Bip or Bobert Macaire ten 
thousand times, and for twenty-five years of their lives 
go on grinding out and grinding out an idiotic part. But 
we are on the road to it. Our theatres are so poverty- 
stricken ! The public will only stand genius in infinites¬ 
imal doses, sprinkled with mannerisms and fashionable 
literature. ... A 6 fashionable genius ’! Doesn’t that 
make you laugh ? . . . What waste of power ! Look 
at what they have made of a Mounet. What has he had 
to play the whole of his life ? Two or three parts that 
are worth the struggle for life : the Oedipus and Polyeucte. 
The rest has been rot! Isn’t that enough to disgust one ? 
And just think of all the great and glorious things he 
might have had to do ! . . . Things are no better out¬ 
side France ? What have they made of a Duse ? What 
has her life been given up to ? Think of the futile parts 
she has played ?” 

“ Your real task,” said Christopher, “ is to force great 
works of art on the world.” 

“We should exhaust ourselves in a vain endeavour. 
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It isn’t worth it. As soon as a great work of art is brought 
into the theatre it loses its great poetic quality. It 
becomes a hollow sham. The breath of the public sullies 
it. The public consists of people living in stifling towns 
and they have lost all knowledge of the open air, and 
Nature, and healthy poetry: they must have their poetry 
theatrical, glittering, painted, reeking.—Ah! And be¬ 
sides . . . besides, even suppose one did succeed . . . 
no, that would not fill one’s life, it would not fill my 
life. . . .” 

“ You are still thinking of him.” 
“Who ?” 
“You know. That man” 
“ Yes.” 
“ Even if you could have him and he loved you, con¬ 

fess that you would not be happy even then : you would 
still find some means of tormenting yourself.” 

“ True. . . . Ah ! What is the matter with me ? . . . 
I think I have had too hard a fight, I have fretted too 
much : I can’t ever be calm again: there is always an 
uneasiness in me, a sort of fever. ...” 

“ It must have been in you even before your struggles.” 
“ Possibly. Yes. It was in me when I was a little 

girl, as far back as I can remember. ... It was de¬ 
vouring me then.” 

%“ What do you want ?” 
“ How do I know ? More than I can have.” 
“ I know that,” said Christopher. “ I was like that 

when I was a boy.” 
“ Yes, but you have become a man. I shall never be 
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He described her, in conditions under which she might 
have developed naturally and harmoniously, and been 
happy, loved, and loving. And it did her good to hear 
it. But when he had done, she said : 

“ No. It is impossible now.55 
“ Well,55 he said, “ in that case you must say to your¬ 

self, like dear old Handel when he went blind : 

What e-ver is, is right ” 

He went to the piano and sang it for her. She kissed 
him and called him her dear, crazy optimist. He did her 
good. But she did him harm : or at least, she was afraid 
of him. She had violent fits of despair, and could not 
conceal them from him: her love made her weak. At 
night, as they lay side by side and she would try to 
choke down her agony, he would guess, and beg the 
beloved creature who was so near and yet so far, to • 
share with him the burden which lay so heavy on her : 
then she could not hold out any longer, and she would 
turn weeping to his arms ; and he would spend hours in 
comforting her, kindly, without a spark of anger : but 
in the long-run her perpetual restlessness was bound to tell 
on him. Fran§oise trembled lest the fever that was in 
her should infect him. She loved him too much to be 
able to bear the idea that he should suffer because of 
her. She was offered an engagement in America, and 
she accepted it, so as to tear herself away from him. She 
left him a little humiliated. She was as humiliated as he, 
in the knowledge that they could not make each other 
happy! 

“ My poor dear,” she said to him, smiling sadly and 
tenderly. “ Aren’t we stupid ? We shall never have 
such a friendship again, never such a glorious oppor¬ 
tunity. But it can’t be helped, it can’t be helped. We 
are too stupid!” 

They looked at each other mournfully and shame- 
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facedly. They laughed to keep themselves from weeping, 
kissed, and parted with tears in their eyes. Never had 
they loved so well as when they parted. 

And after she was gone he returned to art, his old 
companion. . . . Oh, the peace of the starry sky ! 

It was not long before Christopher received a letter from 
Jacqueline. It was only the third time she had written 
to him, and her tone was very different from that to which 
she had accustomed him. She told him how sorry she 
was not to have seen him for so long, and very nicely 
invited him to come and see her, unless he wished to hurt 
two friends who loved him. Christopher was delighted, 
but not greatly surprised. He had been inclined to think 
that Jacqueline’s unjust disposition towards him would 
not last. He was fond of quoting a jest of his old grand¬ 
father’s : 

“ Sooner or later women have their good moments: 
one only needs the patience to wait for them.” 

He went to see Olivier, and was welcomed with delight. 
Jacqueline was most attentive to him: she avoided the 
ironical manner which was natural to her, took care not 
to say anything that might hurt Christopher, showed 
great interest in what he was doing, and talked intelli¬ 
gently about serious subjects. Christopher thought her 
transformed. But she was only so to please him. Jacque- 
line had heard of Christopher’s affair with the popular 
actress, the tale of which had gone the rounds of Parisian 
gossip : and Christopher had appeared to her in an alto¬ 
gether new light: she was filled with curiosity about him. 
When she met him again she found him much more sym¬ 
pathetic. Even his faults seemed to her to be not with¬ 
out attraction. She realised that Christopher had genius, 
and that it would be worth while to make Mm love her. 

The position between the young couple was no better, 
but rather worse. Jacqueline was bored, bored, bored: 
she was bored to death. . . . How utterly lonely a woman 
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a woman, and not merely a female, when she has a rich 
soul and an abounding vitality, she is made for so many 
things which she cannot accomplish alone and with none 
to help her ! . . . A man is much less lonely, even when 
he is most alone: he can people the desert with his own 
thoughts : and when he is lonely in married life he can 
more easily put up with it, for he notices it less, and can 
always live in the soliloquy of his own thoughts. And it 
never occurs to him that the sound of his voice going on 
imperturbably babbling in the desert, makes the silence 
more terrible and the desert more frightful for the woman 
by his side, for whom all words are dead that are not 
kindled by love. He does not see it: he has not, like the 
woman, staked his whole life on love : his life has other 
occupations. . . . What man is there can fill the life of a 
woman and satisfy her immense desire, the millions of 
ardent and generous forces that, through the forty thou¬ 
sand years of the life of humanity, have burned to no 
purpose, as a holocaust offered up to two idols : passing 
love and motherhood, that sublime fraud, which is refused 
to thousands of women and never fills more than a few 
years in the fives of the rest ? 

Jacqueline was in despair. She had moments of terror 
that cut through her like swords. She thought: 

“ Why am I alive ? Why was I ever bom ?” And her 
heart would ache and throb in agony. 

“ My God, I am going to die ! My God, I am going to 
die !” 

That idea haunted her, obsessed her through the night. 
She used to dream that she was saying : 

“It is 1889.” 
“No,” the answer would come. “ It is 1909.” And 

the thought that she was twenty years older than she 
imagined would make her wretched. 

“ It will all be over, and I have never lived! What have 
I done with these twenty years ? What have I made of 
my life ?” 

She would dream that she was four little girls, all four 
lying in the same room in different beds. They were all of 
the same figure and the same face : but one was eight, one 
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article, a story : she began to paint, to compose. ... In 
vain: she grew tired of everything, and lost heart the 
very first day. They were too difficult. And then, 
“ books, works of art! What are they ? I don’t know 
whether I love them, I don’t even know whether they 
exist. . . .’’—Sometimes she would talk excitedly and 
laugh with Olivier, and seem to be keenly interested in 
the things they talked about, or in what he was doing: 

suddenly her excitement Would collapse, her heart would 
go icy cold, she would hide away, with never_ a tear, 
hardly a breath, utterly prostrate.—She had in some 
measure succeeded in destroying Olivier. He was grow- 



108 JOHN CHRISTOPHER 

ing sceptical and worldly. She did not mind: she found 
hi-m as weak as herself. Almost every evening they 
used to go out: and she would go in an agony of suffering 
fl/nrl boredom from one fine house to another, and no one 
would ever guess the feeling that lay behind the irony 
of her unchanging smile. She was seeking for someone 
to love her and keep her back from the edge of the abyss. 
... In vain, in vain, in vain. There was nothing but 
silence in answer to her cry of despair. 

She did not love Christopher: she could not bear his 
rough maimer, his painful frankness, and, above all, his 
indifference. She did not love him : but she had a feeling 
that he at least was strong,—a rock towering above 
death. And she tried to clutch hold of the rock, to cling 
to the swimmer whose head rose above the waves, to cling 
to him or to drown with him. . .. 

Besides, it was not enough for her to have cut her hus¬ 
band off from his friends : now she was driven on to take 
them from him. Even the best of women sometimes have 
an instinct which impels them to try and see how far their 
power goes, and to go beyond it. In that abuse of their 
power their weakness proves its strength. And when 
the woman is selfish and vain she finds a malign pleasure 
in robbing her husband of the friendship of his friends. 
It is easily done : she has but to use her eyes a little. 
There is hardly a single man, honourable or otherwise, who 
is not weak enough to nibble at the bait. Though the 
friend be never so true and loyal, he may avoid the act, but 
he will almost always betray his friend in thought. And 
if the other man sees it, there is an end of their friendship : 
they no longer see each other with the same eyes.—The 
woman who plays such a dangerous game generally stops 
at that and asks no more : she has them both, disunited, 
at her mercy. 

Christopher observed Jacqueline’s new graces and 
charming treatment of himself, but he was not surprised. 
When he had an affection for anyone he had a naive way 
of tailing it as a matter of course that the affection should 
be returned without any ulterior thought. He responded 
gladly to Jacqueline’s advances : he thought her charm- 
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ing, and amused himself thoroughly with her: and he 
thought so well of her that he was not far from thinking 
Olivier rather a bungler not to be able to be happy with 
her and to make her happy. 

He went with them for a few days’ tour in a motor-car : 
and he was their guest at the Langeais’s country house 
in Burgundy—an old family mansion which was kept 
because of its associations, though they hardly ever went 
there. It was in a lovely situation, in the midst of vine¬ 
yards and woods : it was very shabby inside, and the 
windows were loose in their frames : there was a mouldy 
smell in it, a smell of ripe fruit, of cold shadow, and 
resinous trees warmed by the sun. Living constantly in 
Jacqueline’s company for days together, a sweet insidious 
feeling crept into Christopher’s veins, without in the least 
disturbing his peace of mind : he took an innocent, though 
by no means immaterial, delight in seeing her, hearing 
her, feeling the contact of her beautiful body, and. sipping 
the breath of her mouth. Olivier was a little anxious and 
uneasy, but said nothing. He suspected nothing: but 
he was oppressed by a vague uneasiness which he would 
have been ashamed to admit to himself: by way of punish¬ 
ing himself for it he frequently left them alone together. 
Jacqueline saw what he was thinking, and was touched 
by it: she longed to say to him : 

“ Come, don’t be anxious, my dear. I still love you 
the best.” 

But she did not say it: and they all three went on drift¬ 
ing : Christopher entirely unconscious, Jacqueline not 
knowing what she really wanted, and leaving it to chance 
to tell her, and Olivier alone seeing and feehng what was 
in the wind, but in the delicacy of vanity and love, refusing 
to think of it. When the will is silent, instinct speaks : 
in the absence of the soul, the body goes its own way. 

One evening, after dinner, the night seemed to them so 
lovely—a moonless, starry night,—that they proposed 
to go for a walk in the garden. Olivier and Christopher 
left the house. Jacqueline went up to her room to fetch 
a shawl. She did not come down. Christopher went to 
look for her, fuming at the eternal dilatoriness of woman.— 



110 JOHN CHRISTOPHER 

(For some time without knowing it he had slipped into 
playing the part of the husband.)—He heard her coming. 
The shutters of her room were closed and he could not see. 

“ Come along, you dilly-dallying madam,” cried Chris¬ 
topher gaily. “ You’ll wear your mirror out if you look 
at yourself so much.” 

She did not reply. She had stopped still. Christopher 
felt that she was in the room : but she did not stir. 

“ Where are you ?” he said. 
She did not reply. Christopher said nothing either, 

and began groping in the dark, and suddenly his heart 
grew big and began to thump, and he stood still. Near 
him he could hear Jacqueline breathing lightly. He 
mowed again and stopped once more. She was near him : 
he knew it, but he could not move. There was silence 
for a second or two. Suddenly he felt her hands on. his, 
her lips on his. He held her close. They stood still 
and spoke no word.—Their lips parted; they wrenched 
away from each other. Jacqueline left the room. Chris¬ 
topher followed her, trembling. His legs shook beneath 
Tiim- He stopped for a moment to lean against the wall 
until the tumult in his blood died down. At last he 
joined them again. Jacqueline was calmly talking to 
Olivier. They walked on a few yards in front. Chris¬ 
topher followed them in a state of collapse. Olivier 
stopped to wait for him. Christopher stopped too. 
Olivier, knowing his friend’s temper and the capricious 
silence in which he would sometimes bar himself, did 
not persist, and went on walking with Jacqueline. And 
Christopher followed them mechanically, lagging ten yards 
behind them like a dog. When they stopped, he stopped. 
When they walked on, he walked on. And so they went 
round the garden and back into the house. Christopher 
went up to his room and shut himself in. He did not 
light the lamp. He did not go to bed. He could not 
think. About the middle of the night he fell asleep, 
sitting, with his head resting in his arms on the table. 
He woke up an hour later. He lit a candle, feverishly 
flung together his papers and belongings, packed his bag, 
and then flung himself on the bed and slept until dawn, 
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Then He went down with Ms luggage and left the house. 
They waited for him all morning, and spent the day look¬ 
ing for Mm. Jacqueline Md her furious anger beneath 
a mask of indifference, and sarcastically pretended to go 
over her plate. It was not until the following evening 
that Olivier received a letter from Christopher : 

“ My bear Old Fellow, 
ce Don't be angry with me for having gone away like 

a madman. I am mad, you know. But what can 1 do ? 
I am what I am. Thanks for your dear hospitality. 
I enjoyed it much. But, you know, I am not fit to live 
with other people. Fm not so sure either that I am fit to 
live. I am only fit to stay in my corner and love people— 
at a distance : it is wiser so. When I see them at too close 
quarters, I become misanthropic. And I don't want to be 
that: I want to love men and women, 1 want to love you all. 
Oh ! How 1 long to help you all! If I could only help 
you to be—to be happy / How gladly would I give all the 
happiness I may have in exchange / . . . But that is for¬ 
bidden. One can only show others the way. One cannot 
go their way in their stead. Each of us must save himself. 
Save yourself I Save yourselves ! I love you. 

“ Christopher. 
“ My respects to Madame Jeannin.” 

u Madame Jeannin ” read the letter with a smile of 
contempt and her lips tightly pressed together, and said 
drily: 

“ Well. Follow Ms advice. Save yourself.” 
But when Olivier held out his hand for the letter. 

Jacqueline crumpled it up and flung it down, and two 
great tears welled up into her eyes. Olivier took her 
hands. 

“ What’s the matter ?” he asked, with some emotion. 
“ Let me be !” she cried angrily. 
She went out. As she reached the door she cried : 
“ Egoists!” 

Christopher had contrived to make enemies of his 
patrons of the Grand Journal, as was only likely. Chris* 
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topher had been endowed by Heaven with the virtue 
extolled by Goethe : non-gratitude. 

“ The horror of showing gratitude,” wrote Goethe 
ironically, “ is rare, and only appears in remarkable men 
who have risen from the poorest class, and at every turn 
have been forced to accept assistance, which is almost in¬ 
variably poisoned by the churlishness of the benefactor. . . 

Christopher was never disposed to think himself obliged 
to abase himself in return for service rendered, nor— 
what amounted to the same thing—to surrender his 
liberty. He did not lend his own benefactions at so 
much per cent.: he gave them. His benefactors, how¬ 
ever, were of a very different way of thinking. Their 
lofty moral feeling of the duties of their debtors was 
shocked by Christopher’s refusal to write the music for a 
stupid hymn for an advertising festivity organised by 
the paper. They made him feel the impropriety of his 
conduct. Christopher sent them packing. And finally 
he exasperated them by the flat denial which he gave 
shortly afterwards to certain statements attributed to 
him by the paper. 

Then they began a campaign against him. They used 
every possible weapon. They dragged out once more the 
old pettifogging engine of war which has always served 
the impotent against creative men, and, though it has 
never killed anybody, yet it never fails to have an effect 
upon the simple-minded and the fools : they accused him 
of plagiarism. They went and picked out artfully 
selected and distorted passages from his compositions 
and from those of various obscure musicians, and they 
proved that he had stolen his inspiration from others. 
He was accused of having tried to stifle various young 
artists. It would have been well enough if he had only 
had to deal with those whose business it is to bark, 
with those critics, those mannikins, who climb on the 
shoulders of a great man and cry : 

“ I am greater than you !”• 
But no : men of talent must be wrangling among them¬ 

selves : each man does his best to make himself intoler¬ 
able to his colleagues : and yet, as Christopher said, the 
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them, were obscure auditors who had no voice in the 
matter. The only man who could have replied vigor¬ 
ously in Christopher’s name—Olivier—was at that time 
out of Mends with him, and had apparently forgotten 
him. Thus Christopher was delivered into the hands of 
his adversaries and admirers, who vied with each other 
in doing him harm. He was too disgusted to reply. 
When he read the pronunciamentoes directed against 
him in the pages of an important newspaper by one of 
those presumptuous critics who usurp the sovereignty 
of art with all the insolence of ignorance and impunity, 
he would shrug his shoulders and say : 

“ Judge me. I judge you. Let us meet in a hundred 
years !” 

But meanwhile the outcry against him took its course : 
and the public, as usual, gulped down the most fatuous 
and shameful accusations. 

As though his position was not already difficult enough, 
Christopher chose that moment to quarrel with his 
publisher. He had no reason at all to complain of 
Hecht, who published each new work as it was written, 
and was honest in business. It is true that his honesty 
did not prevent his making contracts disadvantageous to 
Christopher: but he kept his contracts. He kept them 
only too well. One day Christopher was amazed to see 
a septette of his arranged as a quartette, and a suite of 
piano pieces clumsily transcribed as a duet, without his 
having been consulted. He rushed to Hecht’s office 
and thrust the offending music under his nose, and 
said: 

“ Do you know these ?” 
u Of course,” said Hecht. 
“And you dared . . . you dared tamper with my 

work without asking my permission ! . . .” 
“What permission ?” said Hecht calmly. “ Youi 

compositions are mine.” 
“ Mine, too, I suppose ?” 
“ No,” said Hecht quietly. 
Christopher started. 
“ My own work does not belong to me 
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signed by music publishers in those very distant times— 
“ that M. Hecht was the assignee of all the rights, powers, 
and property of the author, and had the exclusive right 
to edit, publish, engrave, print, translate, hire, sell to his 
own profit, in any form he pleased, to have the said work 
performed at concerts, cafe-concerts, balls, theatres, etc., 
and to publish any arrangement of the said work for any 
instrument and even with words, and also to change 
the title . . . etc., etc.35 

“ You see,33 he said, “ I am really very moderate.33 

“ I have sold my soul,33 he said over and over again. 
“ You may be sure,55 said Hecht sarcastically, Ci that I 

shall not abuse it.33 

“ And to think,35 said Christopher, “ that your Republic 
authorises such practices! You say that man is free. 
And you put ideas up to public auction.33 

“ You have had your money,35 said Hecht. 
“ Thirty pieces of silver. Yest,J said Christopher. 

“ Take them back.33 
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He fumbled in his pockets, meaning to give the three 
hundred francs back to Hecht. But he had nothing like 
that sum. Hecht smiled a little disdainfully. His smile 
infuriated Christopher. 

“ I want my work back,55 he said. “ I will buy them 
back from you.55 

“ You have no right to do so,55 said Hecht. “ But as I 
have no desire to keep a man against his will, I am quite 
ready to give them back to you,—if you are in a position 
to pay the indemnity stated in the contract.55 

“ I will do it,55 said Christopher, “ even if I have to sell 
myself.” 

He accepted without discussion, the conditions which 
Hecht submitted to him a fortnight later. It was an 
amazing act of folly, and he bought back his published 
compositions at a price five times greater than the sum 
they had brought him in, though it was by no means 
exorbitant: for it was scrupulously calculated on the 
basis of the actual profits which had accrued to Hecht. 
Christopher could not pay, and Hecht had counted on 
it. He had no intention of squeezing Christopher, of 
whom he thought more highly, both as a musician and 
as a man, than of any other young musician: but he 
wanted to teach him a lesson: for he could not permit 
his clients to revolt against what was after all within his 
rights. He had not made the laws: they were those of 
the time, and they seemed to him equitable. Besides, 
he was quite sincerely convinced that they were to the 
benefit of the author as much as to the benefit of the pub¬ 
lisher, who knows better than the author how to circulate 
his work, and is not, like the author, hindered by scruples 
of a sentimental, respectable order, which are contrary 
to his real interests. He had made up his mind to help 
Christopher to succeed, but in his own way, and on con¬ 
dition that Christopher was delivered into his hands, tied 
hand and foot. He wanted to make him feel that he 
could not so easily dispense with his services. They 
made a conditional bargain : if, at the end of six months, 
Christopher could not manage to pay, his work should 
become Hecht’s absolute property. It was perfectly 
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obvious that Christopher would not be able to collect a 
quarter of the sum requisite. 

However, he stuck to it, said good-bye to the rooms 
which were so full of memories for him, and took a less 
expensive flat,—selling a number of things, none of which, 
to his great surprise, were of any value,—getting into 
debt, and appealing to Mooch’s good nature, who, un¬ 
fortunately, was at that time very badly off and ill, being 
confined to the house with rheumatism,—trying to find 
another publisher, and everywhere finding conditions as 
grasping as Hecht’s, and in some cases a point-blank 
refusal. 

It was just at the time when the attack on him in the 
musical Press was at its height. One of the leading 
Parisian papers was especially implacable : he was like a 
red rag to a bull to one of the staff who did not sign his 
name; not a week passed but there appeared in the 
column headed jSchos a spiteful paragraph ridiculing 
him. The musical critic completed the work of his 
anonymous colleague: the very smallest pretext served 
him as an opportunity of expressing his animosity. But 
that was only the preliminary skirmishing : he promised 
to return to the subject and deal with it at leisure, and 
to proceed in due course to execution. They were in no 
hurry, knowing that a definite accusation has nothing 
like the same effect on the public as a succession of in¬ 
sinuations repeated persistently. They played with 
Christopher like a cat with a mouse. The articles were 
all sent to Christopher, and he despised them, though 
they made him suffer for all that. However, he said 
nothing: and, instead of replying—(could he have done 
so, even if he had wanted to ?)—he persisted in the futile 
and unequal fight with his publisher, provoked by his 
own vanity. He wasted his time, his strength, his money, 
and his only weapons, since in the lightness of his heart 
he was rash enough to deprive himself of the publicity 
which his music gained through Heeht. 

Suddenly there was a complete change. The article 
announced in the paper never appeared. The insinua- 
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tions against Mm were dropped. The campaign stopped 
short. More than that: a few weeks later, the critic of 
the paper published incidentally a few eulogistic remarks 
which seemed to indicate that peace was made. A great 
publisher at Leipzig wrote to Christopher offering to 
publish his work, and the contract was signed on terms 
very advantageous to Mm. A flattering letter, bearing 
the seal of the Austrian Embassy, informed Christopher 
that it was desired to place certain of Ms compositions 
on the programmes of the galas given at the Embassy. 
Philomela, whom Christopher was pushing forward, was 
asked to sing at one of the galas : and, immediately after¬ 
wards, she was in great demand in the best houses of the 
German and Italian colonies in Paris. Christopher him¬ 
self, who could not get out of going to one of the concerts, 
was very well received by the Ambassador. However, 
a very short conversation showed him that his host, who 
knew very little about music, was absolutely ignorant 
of Ms work. How, then, did this sudden interest come 
about ? An invisible hand seemed to be protecting him, 
removing obstacles, and making the way smooth for Mm. 
CMistopher made inquiries. The Ambassador alluded 
to friends of Christopher—Count and Countess Bereny, 
who were very fond of him. CMistopher did not even 
know their name : and on the night of his visit to the 
Embassy he had no opportunity of being introduced to 
them. He did not make any effort to meet them. He was 
passing through a period of disgust with men, in which 
he set as little store by his friends as by Ms enemies: friends 
and enemies were equally uncertain: they changed with the 
wind: he would have to learn how to do without them, 
and say, like the old fellow of the seventeenth century : 

64 God gave me friends: He took them from me. They 
have left me. I will leave them and say no more about it.” 

Since the day when he left Olivier’s house, Olivier had 
given no sign of life: all seemed over between them. 
CMistopher had no mind to form new friendsMps. He 
imagined Count and Countess Bereny to be like the rest 
of the snobs who called themselves his friends: and he 
made no attempt to meet them. He was more inclined 
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with the earth and those who were beneath it. He 
visited his mother’s grave. The grass was growing over 
it: but flowers had lately been laid ojl it. His father and 
grandfather slept side by side. He sat at their feet. 
Their grave lay beneath the wall of the cemetery. It 
was shaded by a chestnut-tree growing in the sunken 
road on the other side of the low wall, over which he could 
see the golden crops, softly waving in the warm wind: 
the sun was shining in his majesty over the drowsy earth : 
he could hear the cry of the quails in the com, and the 
soft murmuring' of the cypress-trees above the graves. 
Christopher was alone with his dreams. His heart was 
at peace. He sat there with his hands clasping his knees, 
and his back against the wall, gazing up at the sky. He 
closed his eyes for a moment. How simple everything 
was ! He felt at home here with his own people. He 
stayed there near them, as it were hand in hand. The 
hours slipped by. Towards evening he heard footsteps 
scranching on the gravel paths. The custodian passed 
by and looked at Christopher sitting there. Christopher 
asked him who had laid the flowers on the grave. The 
man answered that the farmer’s wife from Buir came once 
or twice a year. 

“ Lorchen ?” said Christopher. 
They began to talk. 
“ You are her son ?” said the man. 
“ She had three,” said Christopher. 
“ I mean the one at Hamburg. The other two turned 

out badly.” 
Christopher sat still with his head thrown back a little, 

and said nothing. The sun was setting. 
“ I’m going to lock up,” said the custodian. 
Christopher got up and walked slowly round the ceme¬ 

tery with him. The custodian did the honours of the 
place. Christopher stopped every now and then to read 
the names carved on the gravestones. How many of 
those he knew were of that company ! Old Euler,—his 
son-in-law,—and farther off, the comrades of his child¬ 
hood, little girls with whom he had played,—and there, a 
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name which stirred his heart: Ada . . . Peace be with 
all of them. . . . 

The fiery rays of the setting sun put a girdle round the 
calm horizon. Christopher left the cemetery. He went 
for a long walk through the fields. The stars were 
peepmg. . . . 

Next day he came again, and once more spent the after¬ 
noon at his vigil. But the fair silent calm of the day 
before was broken and thrilling with life. His heart sang 
a careless, happy hymn. He sat on the kerb of the grave, 
and set down the song he heard in pencil in a notebook 
resting on his knees. So the day passed. It seemed to 
him that he was working in his old little room, and that 
his mother was there on the other side of the partition. 
When he had finished and was ready to go—he had moved 
a little away from the grave,—he changed Ms mind and 
returned, and buried the notebook in the grass under the 
ivy. A few drops of rain were beginning to fall. Chris¬ 
topher thought : 

“ It will soon be blotted out. So much the better ! .. • 
For you alone. For nobody else.55 

And he went to see the river once more, and the familiar 
streets where so many things were changed. By the gates 
of the town along the promenade of the old fortifications 
a little wood of acacia-trees wMch he had seen planted had 
overrun the place, and they were stifling the old trees. As 
he passed along the wall surrounding the Yon Kerichs5 
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“ Minna . . ” 
He ran to her almost as nervous as he had been on the 

day when he first met her.* She was with a tall, stout, 
bald gentleman, with moustachios brushed up belliger¬ 
ently, whom she introduced as “ Herr Reichsgerichtsrat 
von Brombach ”—her husband. She wanted Christopher 
to go home with her. He tried to excuse himself. But 
Minna exclaimed : 

“ No, no. You must come ; come and dine with us.” 
She spoke very loud and very quickly, and, without 

waiting to be asked, began to tell him her whole life. 
Christopher was stupefied by her volubility and the 
noise she made, and only heard half what she said, and 
stood looking at her. So that was his little Minna. She 
looked blooming, healthy, well-fed: she had a pretty 
skin and pink complexion, but her features were rather 
coarse, and her nose in particular was thick and heavy. 
Her gestures, manners, pretty little ways, were just the 
same ; but her size was greatly altered. 

However, she never stopped talking: she told Chris¬ 
topher all the stories of her past; her whole private his¬ 
tory, and how she had come to love her husband and her 
husband her. Christopher was embarrassed. She was 
an uncritical optimist, who found everything belonging 
to herself perfect and superior to other people’s posses¬ 
sions—(at least, when she was with other people)—her 
town, her house, her family, her husband, her cooking, 
her four children, and herself. She said of her husband 
in his presence that he was “ the most splendid man she 
had ever seen,” and that there was in him “ a super¬ 
human force.” “.The most splendid man ” pinched 
Minna’s cheeks laughingly, and assured Christopher that 
she “ was a very remarkable woman.” It seemed that 
Herr Reichsgerichtsrat was informed of Christopher’s 
position, and did not exactly know whether he ought to 
treat him with or without respect, having regard on the 
one hand to the warrant out against him, and on the 
other to the august protection which shielded him : he 
solved the difficulty by affecting a compromise betwwu 

* See “ John Christopher,” II., Morning. 
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ridiculous which, was different from themselves or their 
own way of doing things. Their malicious curiosity, 
which was perpetually occupied with trifles, at last made 
Christopher feel quite sick. He tried to talk about his life 
abroad. But at once he became conscious of the impos¬ 
sibility of making them understand French civilisation 
which had made him suffer, and now became dear to him 
when he stood for it in his own country—the free Latin 
spirit, whose first law is understanding: to understand as 
much as possible of life and mind, at the risk of cheapening 
moral codes. In his hosts, especially in Minna, he found 
once more the arrogant spirit with which he had come into 
such violent contact in the old days, though he had almost 
forgotten it since,—the arrogance of weakness as much as 
of virtue,—honesty without charity, pluming itself on 
its virtue, and despising the weaknesses which it could 
not understand, a worship of the conventional, and a 
shocked disdain of 44 irregular ” higher things. Minna 
was calmly and sententiously confident that she was 
always right. There were no degrees in her judgment of 
others. For the rest, she never made any attempt to 
understand them, and was only occupied with herself. 
Her egoism was thinly coated with a blurred metaphysical 
tinge. She was always talking of her 44 ego ” and the de¬ 
velopment of her 44 ego.” She may have been a good 
woman, one capable of loving. But she loved herself 
too much. And, above all, her respect for herself was 
too great. She seemed to be perpetually saying a Pater¬ 
noster and an Ave to her 44 ego.” One felt that she would 
have absolutely and for ever ceased to love the man she 
might have loved the best, if for a single instant he had 
failed—(even though he were to regret it a thousand times 
when it was done)—to show a due and proper respect for 
the dignity of her 44 ego.” . . . Hang your 44 ego ” I 
Think a little of the second person singular ! . . . 

However, Christopher did not regard her severely. He 
who was ordinarily so irritable listened to her chatter 
with the patience of an archangel. He would not judge 
her. He surrounded her, as with a halo, with the re¬ 
ligious memory of his childish love, and he kept on trying 
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How good it is to love and to believe unfailingly! 
Everything that is touched by love is saved from death. 

“ Minna, you are with me,—with me, not with the 
other,—Minna, you will never grow old ! . . 

The veiled moon darted from her clouds, and made 
the silver scales on the river’s back gleam in her light. 
Christopher had a vague feeling that the river never used 
to pass near the knoll where he was sitting. He went 
near it. Yes. Beyond the pear-tree there used to be 
a tongue of sand, a little grassy slope, where he had often 
played. The river had swept them away : the river was 
encroaching, lapping at the roots of the pear-tree. Chris¬ 
topher felt a pang at his heart: he went back towards the 
station. In that direction a new colony—mean houses, 
sheds half-built, tall factory chimneys—was in course of 
construction. Christopher thought of the acacia-wood 
he had seen in the afternoon, and he thought: 

“ There, too, the river is encroaching. . . .” 
The old town, lying asleep in the darkness, with all 

that it contained of the living and the dead, became even 
more dear to him : for he felt that a menace hung over 
it. . . . 

Hostis habet muros. . . . 
Quick, let us save our women and children! Death 

is lying in wait for all that we love. Let us hasten to 
carve the passing face upon eternal bronze. Let us 
snatch the treasure of our motherland before the flames 
devour the palace of Priam. 

Christopher scrambled into the train as it was going, 
like a man fleeing before a flood. But, like those men who 
saved the gods of their city from the wreck, Christopher 
bore away within his soul the spark of life which had 
flown upwards from his native land, and the sacred spirit 
of the past. 

Jacqueline and Olivier had come together again for a 
time. Jacqueline had lost her father, and his death had 
moved her deeply. In the presence of real misfortune 
she had felt the wretched folly of her other sorrows : and 
the tenderness which Olivier showed towards her had 
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revived her affection for him. She was taken back several 
years to the sad days which had followed on the death 
of her Aunt Marthe—days which had been followed by 
the blessed days of love. She told herself that she was 
ungrateful to life, and that she ought to be thankful that 
the little it had given her was not taken from her. She 
hugged that little to herself now that its worth had been 
revealed to her. A short absence from Paris, ordered 
by her doctor to distract her in her grief, travel with 
Olivier, a sort of pilgrimage to the places where they had 
loved each other during the first year of her marriage, 
softened her and filled her with tenderness. In the 
sadness of seeing once more at the turn of the road the 
dear face of the love which they thought was gone for 
ever, of seeing it pass and knowing that it would vanish 
once more,—for how long ? perhaps for ever %—they 
clutched at it passionately and desperately. . . . 

“ Stay, stay with us !” 
But they knew that they must lose it. . . . 
When Jacqueline returned to Paris she felt a little new 

life, kindled by love, thrilling in her veins. But love had 
gone already. The burden which lay so heavy upon her 
did not bring her into sympathy with Olivier again. She 
did not feel the joy she expected. She probed herself 
uneasily. Often when she had been so tormented before 
she had thought that the coming of a child might be her 
salvation. The child had come, but it brought no salva¬ 
tion. She felt the human plant rooted in her flesh grow¬ 
ing, and sucking up her blood and her life. She would 
stay for days together lost in thought, listening witii 
vacant eyes, all her being exhausted by the unknown 
creature that had taken possession of her. She was 
conscious of a vague buzzing, sweet, lulling, agonising. 
She would start suddenly from her torpor—dripping with 
sweat, shivering, with a spasm of revolt. She fought 
against the meshes in which Nature had entrapped her. 
She wished to live, to live** freely, and it seemed to her 
that Nature had tricked her. Then she was ashamed of 
such thoughts, and seemed monstrous in her own eyes, 
and asked herself if she were more wicked than, or made 



differently from, other women. And little by little she 
would grow calm again, browsing like a tree over the sap, 
and the dream of the living fruit ripening in her womb, 
What was it ? What was it going to be ? . . . 

When she heard its first cry to the light, when she saw 
its pitiable touching little body, her heart melted. In 
one dazzling moment she knew the glorious joy of mother¬ 
hood, the mightiest in all the world: in her suffering to 
have created of her own flesh a living being, a man. 
And the great wave of love which moves the universe, 
caught her whole body, dashed her down, rushed ovei 
her and lifted her up to the heavens. ... 0 God, the 
woman who creates is Thy equal: and Thou knowest no 
joy like unto hers : for Thou hast not suffered. . . . 

Then the wave rolled back, and her soul dropped back 
into the depths. 

Olivier, trembling with emotion, stooped over the child : 
and, smiling at Jacqueline, he tried to understand what 
bond of mysterious life there was between themselves 
and the wretched little creature that was as yet hardly 
human. Tenderly, with a little feeling of disgust, he 
just touched its little yellow wrinkled face with his lips. 
Jacqueline watched him : jealously she pushed him away : 
she took the child and hugged it to her breast, and covered 
it with kisses. The child cried and she gave it back, 
and, with her face turned to the wall, she wept. Olivier 
came to her and kissed her, and drank her tears : she 
kissed him too, and forced herself to smile: then she 
asked to be left alone to rest with the child by her side. 
. . . Alas ! what is to be done when love is dead ? 
The man who gives more than half of himself up to in¬ 
telligence never loses a strong feeling without preserving 
a trace, an idea, of it in his brain. He cannot love any 
more, but he cannot forget that he has loved. But the 
woman who has lored wholly and without reason, and 
without reason ceases wholly to love, what can she do ? 
Will % Take refuge in illusions % And what if she be 
too weak to wall, too true to take refuge in illusions ? . . . 

Jacqueline, lying on her side with her head propped up 
by her hand, looked down at the child wdth tender pity. 
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What was he ? Whatever he was, he was not entirely 
hers. He was also something of “ the other.” And she 
no longer loved “ the other.” Poor child ! Dear child ! 
She was exasperated with the little creature who was 
there to bind her to the dead past: and she bent over 
him and kissed and kissed him. . . . 

It is the great misfortune of the women of to-day that 
they are too free without being free enough. If they 
were more free, they would seek to form ties, and would 
find charm and security in them. If they were less free, 
they would resign themselves to ties which they would 
not know how to break: and they would suffer less. 
But the worst state of all is to have ties which do not 
bind, and duties from which it is possible to break free. 

If Jacqueline had believed that her little house was 
to be her lot for the whole of her life, she would not have 
found it so inconvenient and cramped, and she would 
have devised ways of making it comfortable; she would 
have ended as she began, by loving it. But she knew 
that it was possible to leave it, and it stifled her. It 
was possible for her to revolt, and at last she came to 
think it her duty to do so. 

The present-day moralists are strange creatures. All 
their qualities have • atrophied to the profit of their 
faculties of observation. They have given up trying to 
see life, hardly attempt to understand it, and never by 
any chance will it. When they have observed and 
noted down the facts of human nature, they seem to 
think their task is at an end, and say : 

“ That is a fact.” 
They make no attempt to change it. In their eyes, 

apparently, the mere fact of existence is a moral virtue. 
Every sort of weakness seems to have been inserted with 
a sort of Divine right. The world is growing democratic. 
Formerly only the King was irresponsible. Nowadays 
all men, preferably the basest, have that privilege. 
Admirable counsellors ! With infinite pains and scrupu¬ 
lous care they set themselves to prove to the weak exactly 
how weak they are, and that it has been decreed that they 

TOIi. IV, 9 
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should be so and not otherwise from all eternity. What 
can the weak do but fold their arms ? We may think 
ourselves lucky if they do not admire themselves ! By 
dint of hearing it said over and over again that she is a 
sick child, a woman soon takes a pride in being so. It is 
encouraging cowardice, and making it spread. If a man 
were to amuse himself by telling children complacently 
that there is an age in adolescence when the soul, not yet 
having found its balance, is capable of crimes, and suicide, 
and the worst sort of physical and moral depravity, and 
were to excuse these things—at once these offences would 
spring into being. And even with men it is quite enough 
to go on telling them that they are not free to make them 
cease to be so and descend to the level of the beasts. Tell 
a woman that she is a responsible being, and mistress of her 
body and her will, and she will be so. But you moralists 
are cowards, and take good care not to tell her so : for you 
have an interest in keeping such knowledge from her ! . . . 

The unhappy surroundings in which Jacqueline found 
herself led her astray. Since she had broken with Olivier 
she had returned to that section of society which she 
despised when she was a girl. About her and her friends, 
among married women, there gathered a little group of 
wealthy young men and women, smart, idle, intelligent, 
and licentious. They enjoyed absolute liberty of thought 
and speech, tempered only by the seasoning of wit. 
They might well have taken for their motto the device of 
the Rabelaisian abbey: 

44 Do what thou wilt ” 
But they bragged a little: for they did not will any¬ 

thing much: they were like the enervated people of 
Thelema. They would complacently profess the freedom 
of their instincts : but their instincts were faded and faint; 
and their profligacy was chiefly cerebral. They delighted 
in feeling themselves sink into the great piscina of civilisa¬ 
tion, that warm mud-bath in which human energy, the 
primeval and vital forces, primitive animalism, and its 
blossom of faith, will, duties, and passions, are liquefied. 
Jacqueline’s pretty body was steeped in that bath of 
gelatinous thought* Olivier could do nothing to keep her 
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from it. Besides, he too was touched by the disease of the 
time : he thought he had no right to tamper with the 
liberty of another human being: he would not ask any¬ 
thing of the woman he loved that he could not gain 
through love. And Jacqueline did not in the least resent 
his non-interference, because she regarded her liberty as 
her right. 

The worst of it was that she went into that amphibious 
section of society with a wholeness of heart which made 
anything equivocal repulsive to her: when she believed 
she gave herself : in the generous ardour of her soul, even 
in her egoism, she always burned her boats; and, as a 
result of living with Olivier, she had preserved a moral 
inability to compromise, which she was apt to apply even 
in immorality. 

Her new friends were too cautious to let others see 
them as they were. In theory they paraded absolute liberty 
with regard to the prejudices of morality and society, 
though in practice they so contrived their affairs as not 
to fall out with anyone whose acquaintance might be 
useful to them : they used morality and society, while 
they betrayed them like unfaithful servants, robbing 
their masters. They even robbed each other for want 
of anything better to do, and as a matter of habit. There 
was more than one of the men who knew that his wife 
had lovers. The wives were not ignorant of the fact 
that their husbands had mistresses. They both put up 
with it. Scandal only begins when one makes a noise about 
these things. These charming marriages rested on a 
tacit understanding between partners—between accom¬ 
plices. But Jacqueline was#more frank, and played to 
win or lose. The first thing was to be sincere. Again, 
to be sincere. Again and always, to be sincere. Sincerity 
was also one of the virtues extolled by the ideas of that 
time. But herein it is proved once again that everything 
is sound for the sound in heart, while everything is corrupt 
for the corrupt. How hideous it is sometimes to be 
sincere ! It is a sin for mediocre people to try to look 
into the depths of themselves. They see their medio¬ 
crity : and their vanity always finds something to feed on. 
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Jacqueline spent her time in looking at herself in her 
mirror : she saw things in it which it were better she had 
never seen: for when she saw them she could not take 
her eyes off them: and instead of struggling against 
them she watched them grow: they became enormous 
and in the end captured her eyes and her mind. 

The child was not enough to fill her life. She had not 
been able to nurse it: the baby pined with her. She had 
to procure a wet-nurse. It was a great grief to her at 
first. . . . Soon it became a solace. The child became 
splendidly healthy: he grew lustily, and became a fine 
little fellow, gave no trouble, spent his time in sleep¬ 
ing, and hardly cried at all at night. The nurse—a 
strapping Nivemaise who had fostered many children, 
and always had a jealous and embarrassing animal affec¬ 
tion for each of them in turn—was like the real mother. 
Whenever Jacqueline expressed an opinion, the woman 
went her own way: and if Jacqueline tried to argue, in 
the end she always found that she knew nothing at all 
about it. She had never really recovered from the birth 
of the child : a slight attack of phlebitis had dragged her 
down, and as she had to lie still for several weeks she 
worried and worried : she was feverish, and her mind went 
on and on indefinitely beating out the same monotonous 
deluded complaint: 

“ I have not lived, I have not lived : and now my life 
is finished. . . .” 

Eor her imagination was fired: she thought herself 
crippled for life: and there rose in her a dumb, harsh, 
and bitter rancour, which she did not confess to herself, 
against the innocent cause of her illness, the child. The 
feeling is not so rare as is generally believed : but a veil 
is drawn over it: and even those who feel it are ashamed 
to submit to it in their inmost hearts. Jacqueline con¬ 
demned herself : there was a sharp conflict between her 
egoism and her mother’s love. When she saw the child 
sleeping so happily, she was -filled with tenderness: but 
a moment later she would think bitterly : 

“ He has killed me.” 
And she could not suppress a feeling of irritation and 
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in the heart of a creature he loves, by whom he believes 
that he is loved ? Between one day and the next, all is 
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changed. She loved the day before, she seemed to love, 
she thought she loved. She loves no longer. The man 
she loved is struck out from her thoughts. She sees 
suddenly that he is nothing to her : and he does not under¬ 
stand : he has seen nothing of the long travail through 
which she has passed: he has had no suspicion of the 
secret hostility towards himself that has been gathering 
in her : he does not wish to know the reasons for her 
vengeful hatred. Reasons often remote, complex, and 
obscure,—some hidden deep in the mysteries of their 
inmost life,—others arising from injured vanity, secrets 
of the heart surprised and judged,—others . . . What 
does she know of them herself ? It is some hidden offence 
committed against her unwittingly, an offence which 
she will never forgive. It is impossible to find out, and 
she herself is not very sure what it is : but the offence is 
marked deep in her flesh : her flesh will never forget it. 

To fight against such an appalling stream of disaffection 
called for a very different type of man from Olivier— 
one nearer nature, a simpler man and a more supple, 
one not hampered with sentimental scruples, a man of 
strong instincts, capable, if need be, of actions which 
his reason would disavow. He lost the fight before ever 
it began, for he had lost heart: his perception was too 
clear, and he had long since recognised in Jacqueline a 
form of heredity which was stronger than her will, her 
mother’s soul reappearing in her : he saw her falling like 
a stone down to the depths of the stock from which she 
sprang : and his weak and clumsy efforts to stay her only 
accelerated her downfall. He forced himself to be calm. 
She, from an unconsciously selfish motive, tried to break 
down his defences and make him say violent, brutal, 
boorish things to her so as to have a reason for despising 
him. If he gave way to anger, she despised him. If at 
once he were ashamed and became apologetic, she despised 
him even more. And if he did not, would not, give way 
to anger—then she hated him. And worst of all was the 
silence which for days together would rise like a wall 
between them. A suffocating, crushing, maddening 
silence which brings even the gentlest creatures to fury 
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and exasperation, and makes them hare moments when 
they feel a savage desire to hurt, to cry out, or make the 
other cry out. The black silence in which love reaches its 
final stage of disintegration, and the man and the woman, 
like the worlds, each following its own orbit, pass onward 
into the night. . . . They had reached a point at which 
everything they did, even an attempt to come together 
again, drove them farther and farther apart. Their life 
became intolerable. Events were precipitated by an 
accident. 

During the past year Cecile Fleury had often been to 
the Jeannins’. Olivier had met her at Christopher’s : 
then Jacqueline had invited her to the house; and 
Cecile went on seeing them even after Christopher had 
broken with them. Jacqueline had been kind to her: 
although she was hardly at all musical and thought Cecile 
a little common, she felt the charm of her singing and her 
soothing influence. Olivier liked playing with her, and 
gradually she became a friend of the family. She in¬ 
spired confidence: when she came into the Jeannins5 
drawing-room with her honest eyes and her air of health 
and high spirits, and her rather loud laugh which it was 
good to hear, it was like a ray of sunlight piercing the 
mist. She brought a feeling of inexpressible relief and 
solace to Olivier and Jacqueline. When she was leaving 
they longed to say to her : 

ct No. Stay, stay a little while longer, for I am cold !” 
During Jacqueline’s absence Olivier saw Cecile more 

often: and he could not help letting her see something 
of his troubles. He did it quite unthinkingly, with the 
heedlessness of a weak and tender creature who is stifling 
and has need of someone to confide in, with an absolute 
surrender. Cecile was touched by it: she soothed him 
with motherly words of comfort. She pitied both of 
them, and urged Olivier not to lose heart. But whether 
it was that she was more embarrassed than he by his 
confidences, or that there- was some other reason, she 
found excuses for going less often to the house. No 
doubt it seemed to her that she was not acting loyally 
towards Jacqueline, for she had no right to know her 
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secrets. At least, that was how Olivier interpreted her 
estrangement: and he agreed with her, for he was sorry 
that he had spoken. But the estrangement made him 
feel what Cecile had become to him. He had grown used 
to sharing his ideas with her, and she was the only 
creature who could deliver him from the pain he was 
suffering. He was too much skilled in reading his own 
feelings to have any doubt as to the name of what he 
felt for her. He would never have said anything to 
Cecile. But he could not resist the imperative desire to 
write down what he felt. For some little time past he 
had returned to the dangerous habit of communing with 
his thoughts on paper. He had cured himself of it 
during the years of love : but now that he found himself 
alone once more, his inherited mania took possession of 
him : it was a relief from his sufferings, and it was the 
artist’s need of self-analysis. So he described himself, 
and set his troubles down in writing, as though he were 
telling them to Cecile—more freely indeed ; since she 
was never to read it. And as luck would have it the 
manuscript came into Jacqueline’s hands. It happened 
one day when she was feeling nearer Olivier than she had 
been for years. As she was clearing out her cupboard 
she read once more the old love-letters he had sent her : 
she had been moved to tears by them. Sitting in the 
shadow of the cupboard, unable to go on with her tidying, 
she lived through the past once more : and then was filled 
with sorrow and remorse to think that she had destroyed 
it. She thought of the grief it must be to Olivier; she 
had never been able to face the idea of it calmly: she 
could forget it: but she could not bear to think that 
he had suffered through her. Her heart ached. She 
longed to throw herself into his arms and say : 

“ Oh! Olivier, Olivier, what have we done ? We are mad, 
we are mad ! Don’t let us ever again hurt each other !” 

If only he had come in at that moment! 
And it was exactly at that moment that she found his 

letters to Cecile. ... It was the end.—Did she think 
that Olivier had really deceived her ? Perhaps. But 
what does it signify ? To her the betrayal was not so 
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much in the act as in the thought and intention. She 
would have found it easier to forgive the man she loved 
for taking a mistress than for secretly giving his heart 
to another woman. And she was right. 

“ A pretty state of things !” some will say , . . —(They 
are poor creatures who only suffer from the betrayal of 
love when it is consummated! . . . When the heart 
remains faithful, the sordid offences of the body are of 
small account. When the heart turns traitor, all the rest 
is nothing.) ... 

Jacqueline did not for a moment think of regaining 
Olivier’s love. It was too late ! She no longer cared 
for him enough. Or perhaps she cared for him too much. 
All her trust in him crumbled away, all that was left in 
her secret heart of her faith and hope in him. She did 
not tell herself that she had scorned him, and had dis¬ 
couraged him, and driven him to his new love, or that 
his love was innocent: and that after all we are not 
masters of ourselves sufficiently to choose whether we 
will love or not. It never occurred to her to compare his 
sentimental impulse with her flirtation with Christopher : 
she did not love Christopher, and so he did not count! 
In her passionate exaggeration she thought that Olivier 
was lying to her, and that she was nothing to him. Her 
last stay had failed her at the moment when she reached 
out her hand to grasp it. . . . It was the end. 

Olivier never knew what she had suffered that day. 
But when he next saw her he too felt that it was the end. 

From that moment on they never spoke to each other 
except in the presence of strangers. They watched each 
other like trapped beasts fearfully on their guard. Jere- 
mias Gotthelf somewhere describes, with pitiless sim¬ 
plicity, the grim situation of a husband and a wife who 
no longer love each other and watch each other, each 
carefully marking the other’s health, looking for symptoms 
of illness, neither actually thinking of hastening or even 
wishing the death of the other, but drifting along in the 
hope of some sudden accident: and each of them living 
in the flattering thought of being the healthier of the 
two. There were moments when both Jacqueline and 
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Olivier almost fancied that such thoughts were in the 
other’s mind. And they were in the mind of neither: 
but it was bad enough that they should attribute them 
to each other, as Jacqueline did at night when she would 
he feverishly awake and tell herself that her husband 
was the stronger, and that he was wearing her down 
gradually, and would soon triumph over her. . . . The 
monstrous delirium of a crazy heart and brain!—And 
to think that in their heart of hearts, with all that was 
best in them, they loved each other ! . . . 

Olivier bent beneath the weight of it, and made no 
attempt to fight against it; he held aloof and dropped 
the rudder of Jacqueline’s soul. Left to herself with no 
pilot to steer her, her freedom turned her dizzy: she 
needed a master against whom to revolt: if she had no 
master she had to make one. Then she was the prey of 
a fixed idea. Till then, in spite of her suffering, she had 
never dreamed of leaving Olivier. From that time on 
she thought herself absolved from every tie. She wished 
to love, before it was too late :—(for, young as she was, 
she thought herself an old woman).—She loved, she 
indulged in those imaginary devouring passions, which 
fasten on the first object they meet, a face seen in a 
crowd, a reputation, sometimes merely a name, and, 
having laid hold of it cannot let go, telling the heart that 
it cannot live without the object of its choice, laying it 
waste, and completely emptying it of all the memories of 
the past that filled it; other affections, moral ideas, 
memories, pride of self, and respect for others. And 
when the fixed idea dies in its time for want of anything 
to feed it, after it has consumed everything, who can tell 
what the new nature may be that will spring from the 
ruins, a nature often without kindness, without pity, 
without youth, without illusions, thinking of nothing but 
devouring life as grass smothers and devours the ruins of 
monuments ! 

In this case, as usual, the fixed idea fastened on a 
creature of the type that most easily tricks the heart. 
Poor Jacqueline fell in love with a philanderer, a 
Parisian writer, who was neither young nor hand- 
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some, a man who was heavy, red-faced, dissipated, 
with bad teeth, absolutely and terribly heartless, whose 
chief merit was that he was a man of the world and 
had made a great many women unhappy. She had 
not even the excuse that she did not know how selfish 
he was : for he paraded it in his art. He knew perfectly 
what he was doing : egoism enshrined in art is like a 
mirror to larks, like a candle to moths. More than one 
woman in Jacqueline’s circle had been caught : quite 
recently one of her friends, a young, newly-married 
woman, whom he had had no great difficulty in seducing, 
had been deserted by him. Their hearts were not broken 
by it, though they found it hard to conceal their dis¬ 
comfiture from the delight of the gossips. Even those 
who were most cruelly hurt were much too careful of their 
interests and their social interests not to keep their per¬ 
turbation within the bounds of common sense. They 
made no scandal. Whether they deceived their husbands 
or their lovers, or whether they were themselves deceived 
and suffered, it was all done in silence. They were the 
heroines of scandalous rumours. 

But Jacqueline was mad : she was capable not only of 
doing what she said, but also of saying what she did. 
She brought into her folly an absolute lack of selfish 
motive, and an utter disinterestedness. She had the 
dangerous merit of always being frank with herself and 
of never shirking the consequences of her own actions. 
She was a better creature than the people she lived with: 
and for that reason she did worse. When she loved, when 
she conceived the idea of adultery, she flung herself into 
it headlong with desperate frankness. 

Madame Amaud was alone in her room, knitting with 
the feverish tranquillity with which Penelope must have 
woven her famous web. Like Penelope, she was waiting 
for her husband s return. M. Amaud used to spend 
whole days away from home. He had classes in the 
morning and evening. As a rule he /came back to lunch. 
Although he was a slow walker and his school was at the 
other end of Paris, he forced himself'to take the long walk 
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home, not so much from affection, as from habit, and 
for the sake of economy. But sometimes he was detained 
by lectures, or he would take advantage of being in the 
neighbourhood of a library to go and work there. Lucile 
Arnaud would be left alone in the empty flat. Except 
for the charwoman who came from eight to ten to do the 
cleaning, and the tradesmen who came to fetch and bring 
orders, no one ever rang the bell. She knew nobody iu 
the house now. Christopher had removed, and there 
were new-comers in the lilac garden. Celine Chabran 
had married Andre Elsberger. Elie Elsberger had gone 
away with his family to Spain, where he had been ap¬ 
pointed manager of a mine. Old Weil had lost his wife 
and hardly ever lived in his flat in Paris. Only Chris¬ 
topher and his friend Cecile had kept up their relations 
with Lucile Arnaud : but they lived far away, and they 
were busy and hard at work all day long so that they 
often did not come to see her for weeks together. She 
had nothing outside herself. 

She was not bored. She needed very little to keep her 
interest in things alive : the very smallest daily task was 
enough, or a tiny plant, whose delicate foliage she would 
clean with motherly care every morning. She had her 
quiet grey cat, who had lost something of his manners, 
as is apt to happen with domestic animals who are loved 
by their masters : he used to spend the day, like herself, 
sitting by the fire, or on the table near the lamp watching 
her fingers as she sewed, and sometimes gazing at her 
with his strange eyes, which watched her for a moment 
and then closed again. Even the furniture was company 
to her. Every piece was like a familiar face. She took 
a childlike pleasure in looking after them, in gently wiping 
off the dust which settled on their sides, and in carefully 
replacing them in their usual comers. She would hold 
silent conversations with them. She would smile at the 
fine Louis XVI. round-topped bureau, which was the only 
piece of old furniture she had. Every day she would 
feel the same joy in seeing it. She was always absorbed 
in going over her linen, and she would spend hours 
standing on a chair, wjfch her hand and arms deep in the 
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great country cupboard, looking and arranging, while 
the cat, whose curiosity was roused, would spend hours 
watching her. 

But her real happiness came when, after her work was 
done and she had lunched alone, God knows how—(she 
never had much of an appetite)—and had gone the neces¬ 
sary errands, and her day was at an end, she would come 
in about four and sit by the window or the fire with her 
work and her cat. Sometimes she would find some 
excuse for not going out at all; she was glad when she 
could stay indoors, especially in the winter when it was 
snowing. She had a horror of the cold, and the wind, 
and the mud, and the rain, for she was something of a 
cat herself, very clean, fastidious, and soft. She would 
rather not eat than go and procure her lunch when the 
tradespeople forgot to bring it. In that case she would 
munch a piece of chocolate or some fruit from the side¬ 
board. She was very careful not to let Arnaud know. 
These were her escapades. Then during the days when 
the light was dim, and also sometimes on lovely sunny 
days,—(outside the blue sky would shine, and the noise 
of the street would buzz round the dark silent rooms ; 
like a sort of mirage enshrouding the soul),—she would 
sit in her favourite comer, with her feet on her hassock, 
her knitting in her hands, and go off into day-dreams 
while her fingers plied the needles. She would have one 
of her favourite books by her side : as a rule one of those 
humble, red-backed volumes, a translation of an English 
novel. She would read very little, hardly more than a 
chapter a day; and the book would lie on her knees 
open at the same page for a long time together, or some¬ 
times she would not even open it: she knew it already, 
and the story of it would be in her dreams. So the long 
novels of Dickens and Thackeray would be drawn out 
over weeks, and in her dreams they would become years. 
They wrapped her about with their tenderness. The 
people of the present day, who read quickly and carelessly, 
do not know the marvellous vigour irradiated by those 
fine books which must be taken in slowly. Madame 
Arnaud had no doubt that the lives of the characters in 
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the novels were not as real as her own. There were some 
for whom she would have laid down her life : the tender 
jealous creature, Lady Castlewood, the woman who loved 
in silence with her motherly virginal heart, was a sister 
to her : little Dombey was her own dear little boy : she 
was Dora, the child-wife, who was dying: she would 
hold out her arms to all those childlike souls which pass 
through the world with the honest eyes of purity: and 
around her there would pass a procession of friendly 
beggars and harmless eccentrics, all in pursuit of their 
touchingly preposterous cranks and whims,—and at their 
head the fond genius of dear Dickens, laughing and crying 
together at his own dreams. At such times, when she 
looked out of the window, she would recognise among 
the passers-by the beloved or dreaded figure of this or 
that personage in that imaginary world. She would 
fancy similar fives, the same fives, being lived behind the 
walls of the houses. Her dislike for going out came from 
her dread of that world with its moving mysteries. She 
saw around her hidden dramas and comedies being played. 
It was not always an illusion. In her isolation she had 
come by the gift of mystical intuition which in the eyes 
of the passers-by can perceive the secrets of their fives 
of yesterday and to-morrow, which are often unknown to 
themselves. She mixed up what she actually saw with 
what she remembered of the novels and distorted it 
?he felt that she must drown in that immense universe. 
And she would have to go home to regain her footing. 

But what need had she to read or to look at others ? 
' She had but to gaze in upon herself. Her pale, dim ex- 
istence—seeming so when seen from without—was glori¬ 
ously fit up within. There was abundance and fulness of 
life in it. There were memories, and treasures, the exist¬ 
ence of which lay unsuspected... . Had they ever had 
any reality ?—No doubt they were real, since they were real 
to her.... Oh ! the wonder of such lowly fives trans¬ 
figured by the magic wand of dreams ! 

Madame Amaud would go back through the years to 
her childhood: each of the little frail flowers of her van¬ 
ished hopes sprang silently into life again..., Her first 
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childish love for a girl, whose charm had fascinated her at 
first sight: she loved her with the love which is only possi¬ 
ble to those who are infinitely pure : she used to think 
she would die at the touch of her : she used to long to kiss 
her feet, to be her little girl, to marry her : the girl had 
married, had not been happy, had had a child which died, 
and then she too had died. . . . Another love, when she 
was about twelve years old, for a little girl of her own age, 
who tyrannised over her : a fair-haired madcap, gay and 
imperious, who used to amuse herself by making her cry, 
and then would devour her with kisses : she laid a thousand 
romantic plans for their future together : then, suddenly, 
the girl became a Carmelite nun, without anybody know¬ 
ing why : she was said to be happy. . . . Then there had 
been a great passion for a man much older than herself. 
No one had ever known anything about it, not even the 
object of it. She had given to it a great and ardent devo¬ 
tion and untold wealth of tenderness. . . . Then another 
passion: this time she was loved. But from a strange 
timidity, and mistrust of herself, she had not dared to 
believe that she was loved, or to let the man see that she 
/oved him. And happiness passed without her grasping 
it.. .. Then.. .. But what is the use of telling others 
what only has a meaning for oneself ? So many trivial 
facts which had assumed a profound significance : a little 
attention at the hands of a friend : a kind word from 
Olivier, spoken without his attaching any importance to 
it: Christopher’s kindly visits, and the enchanted world 
evoked by his music : a glance from a stranger : yes, and 
even in that excellent woman, so virtuous and pure, certain 
involuntary infidelities in thought, which made her 
uneasy and feel ashamed, while she would feebly thrust 
them aside, though all the same—being so innocent—they 
brought a little sunshine into her heart. . . . She loved 
her husband truly, although he was not altogether the 
husband of her dreams. But he was kind, and one day 
when he said to her: “My darling wife, you do not know 
all you are to me; you are my whole life,” her heart 
melted : and that day she felt that she was one with him, 
wholly and for ever, without any possibility of going back 
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on It. Each year brought them closer to each other, and 
tightened the bond between them. They had shared 
lovely dreams: dreams of work, travelling, children. 
What had become of them ? . .. Alas ! . . . Madame 
Arnaud was still dreaming them. There was a little boy 
of whom she had so often and so profoundly dreamed, 
that she knew him almost as well as though he really 
existed. She had slowly begotten him through the years, 
always adorning him with all the most beautiful things 
she saw, and the things she loved most dearly. . .. 
Silence ! .. . 

That was all. It meant worlds to her. There are so 
many tragedies unknown, even the most intimate, in the 
depths of the most tranquil and seemingly most ordinary 
lives ! And the greatest tragedy of all perhaps is :—that 
nothing happens in such lives of hope crying for what is 
their right, their just due promised, and refused, by Nature 
—wasting away in passionate anguish—showing nothing 
of it all to the outside world ! 

Madame Arnaud, happily for herself, was not only 
occupied with herself. Her own life filled only a part of 
her dreams. She lived also in the lives of those she knew, 
or had known, and put herself in their place : she thought 
much of Christopher and his friend Cecile. She was think¬ 
ing of them now. The two women had grown fond of 
one another. The strange thing was that of the two it 
was the sturdy Cecile who felt most need to lean on the 
frail Madame Arnaud. In reality the healthy, high- 
spirited young woman was not so strong as she seemed to 
be. She was passing through a crisis. Even the most 
tranquil hearts are not immune from being taken by sur¬ 
prise. Unknown to herself, a feeling of tenderness had 
crept into her heart: she refused to admit it at first: but 
it had grown so that she was forced to see it:—she loved 
Olivier. His sweet and affectionate disposition, the 
rather feminine charm of his personality, his weakness 
and inability to defend himself, had attracted her at once : 
—(a motherly nature is attracted by the nature which 
has need of her).—What she had learned subsequently of 
his marital troubles had inspired her with a dangerous 
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pity for Olivier. No doubt these reasons would not have 
been enough. Who can say why one human being falls 
in love with another ? Neither counts for anything in the 
matter, but often it merely happens that a heart which is 
for the moment off its guard is taken by surprise, and is 
delivered up to the first affection it may meet with on the 
road.—As soon as she had no room left for doubt as to her 
state of mind, Cecile bravely struggled to pluck out the 
barb of a love which she thought wicked and absurd : she 
suffered for a long time and did not recover. No one 
would have suspected what was happening to her : she 
strove valiantly to appear happy. Only Madame Arnaud 
knew what it must have cost her. Not that Cecile had 
told her her secret. But she would sometimes come and 
lay her head on Madame Arnaud’s bosom. She would 
weep a little, without a word, kiss her, and then go away 
laughing. She adored this friend of hers, in whom, 
though she seemed so fragile, she felt a moral energy and 
faith superior to her own. She did not confide in her. 
But Madame Arnaud could guess volumes on a hint. The 
world seemed to her to be a sad misunderstanding. It is 
impossible to dissolve it. One can only love, have pity, 
and dream. 

And when the swarm of her dreams buzzed too loudly, 
when her thoughts stopped, she would go to her piano 
and let her hands fall lightly on the keys, at random, and 
play softly to wreathe the mirage of life about with the 
subdued light of music. . ,. 

But the good little creature would not forget to perform 
her everyday duties : and when Arnaud came home he 
would find the lamp lit, the supper ready, and his wife’s 
pale, smiling face waiting for him. And he would have 
no idea of the universe in which she had been living. 

The great difficulty was to keep the two lives going side 
by side without their clashing : her everyday life and that 
other, the great life of the mind, with its far-flung horizons. 
It was not always easy. Fortunately Arnaud also lived 
to some extent in an imaginary life, in books, and works 
of art, the eternal fire of which fed the flickering flames 
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of his soul. But during the last few years he had become 
more and more preoccupied with the petty annoyances 
of his profession, injustice and favouritism, and friction 
with his colleagues or his pupils : he was embittered: he 
began to talk politics, and to inveigh against the govern¬ 
ment and the Jews : and he made Dreyfus responsible 
for his disappointments at the university. His mood of 
soreness infected Madame Amaud a little. She was at an 
age when her vital force was upset and uneasy, groping for 
balance. There were great gaps in her thoughts. For a 
time they both lost touch with life, and their reason for 
existence: for they had nothing to which to bind their 
spider’s web, which was left hanging in the void. Though 
the support of reality be never so weak, yet for dreams 
there must be one. They had no sort of support. They 
could not contrive any means of propping each other up. 
Instead of helping her, he clung to her. And she knew 
perfectly well that she was not strong enough to hold him 
up, for she could not even support herself. Only a miracle 
could save her. She prayed for it to come. It came from 
the depths of her soul. In her solitary pious heart 
Madame Amaud felt the irony of the sublime and absurd 
hunger for creation in spite of everything, the need of 
weaving her web in spite of everything, through space, 
for the joy of weaving, leaving it to the wind, the breath of 
God, to carry her whithersoever it was ordained that she 
should go. And the breath of God gave her a new hold 
on life, and found her an invisible support. Then the 
husband and wife both set patiently to work once more 
to weave the magnificent and vain web of their dreams, 
a web fashioned of their purest suffering and their blood. 

Madame Amaud was alone in her room..., It was 
near evening. 

The door-bed rang. Madame Amaud, roused from her 
reverie before the usual time, started and trembled. She 
carefully arranged her work and went to open the door. 
Christopher came in. He was in a great state of emotion. 
She took his hands affectionately. 

w What is it, my dear she asked 
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“ Ah !” he said. “ Olivier has come back.’1 

“ Come back ?” 
“ He came this morning and said : c Christopher, help 

me !’ I embraced him. He wept. He told me: I have 
nothing but you now. She has gone.” 

Madame Arnaud gasped, and clasped her hands and 
said: 

££ Poor things !” 
C£ She has gone,” said Christopher. “ Gone with her 

lover.” 
££ And her child ?” asked Madame Arnaud. 
C£ Husband, child—she has left everything.” 
“IPoor thing !” said Madame Arnaud again. 
<£ He loved her,” said Christopher. ££ He loved her, 

and her alone. He will never recover from the blow. He 
keeps on saying : £ Christopher, she has betrayed me.. .. 
My dearest friend has betrayed me.’ It is no good my 
saying to him, £ Since she has betrayed you, she cannot 
have been your friend. She is your enemy. Forget her 
or kill her V ” 

££ Oh ! Christopher, what are you saying S It is too. 
homble !” 

££ Yes, I know. You all think it barbaric and pre¬ 
historic to kill! It is jolly to hear these Parisians protest¬ 
ing against the brutal instincts which urge the male to 
kill the female if she deceives him, and preaching indul¬ 
gence and reason! They’re splendid apostles ! It is a fine 
thing to see the pack of mongrel dogs waxing wrath 
against the return to animalism. After outraging life, 
after having robbed it of its worth, they surround it with 
religious worship. . .. What l That heartless, dishonour¬ 
able, meaningless life, the mere physical act of breathing, 
the beating of the blood in a scrap of flesh, these are the 
things which they hold worthy of respect! They are never 
done with their niceness about the flesh : it is a crime to 
touch it. You may kill the soul if you like, but the 
body is sacred. ...” 

££ The murderers of the soul are the worst of all: but 
one crime is no excuse for another. You know that.” 

C£ I know it. Yes. Yon are right. I did not think 
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what I was saying. .«. Who knows % I should do it, 
perhaps.” 

“ No. You are unfair to yourself. You are so kind.” 
“ If I am roused to passion, I am as cruel as the rest. 

You see how I had lost control of myself ! . . . But when 
you see a friend brought to tears, how can you not hate 
the person who has caused them ? And how can one be 
too hard on a woman who leaves her child to run after 
her lover ?” 

£C Don’t talk like that, Christopher. You don’t know.” 
“ What! You defend her ?” 
“ I pity her, too.” 
<c I pity those who suffer. Not those who cause 

suffering.” 
“Well! Do you think she hasn’t suffered too ? Do 

you think she has left her child and wrecked her life out 
of lightness of heart ? For her life is wrecked too. I 
hardly know her, Christopher. I have only seen her a 
few times, and that only in passing : she never said a 
friendly word to me, she was not in sympathy with me. 
And yet I know her better than you. I am sure she is 
not a bad woman. Poor child ! I can guess what she has 
had to go through. . . 

“ You. ... You whose life is so worthy and so right 
and sensible !. . .” 

“ Yes, Christopher, I. You do not know. You are 
kind, but you are a man and, like all men, you are hard, in 
spite of your kindness,—a man hard and set against every¬ 
thing which is not in and of yourself. You have no real 
knowledge of the women who live with you. You love 
them, after your fashion : but you never take the trouble, 
to understand them. You are so easily satisfied with 
yourselves ! You are quite sure that you know us... . 
Alas I If you knew how we suffer sometimes when we see, 
not that you do not love us, but how you love us, and that 
that is aJl we are to those we love the best! There are 
moments, Christopher, when we clench our fists so that 
the nails dig into our hands to keep ourselves from crying 
to you :c Oh 1 Do not love us, do not love us ! Anything 
rather than love us like that!’. .. Do you know the 



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP 149 

saying of a poet: 4 Even in her home, among her chil¬ 
dren, surrounded with sham honours, a woman endures 
a scorn a thousand times harder to bear than the most 
utter misery5 ? Think of that, Christopher. They are 
terrible words." 

44 What you say has upset me. I don’t rightly under¬ 
stand. But I am beginning to see.... Then, you your¬ 
self. . . ." 

441 have been through all these torments." 
44 Is it possible ? . . . But, even so, you will never 

make me believe that you would have done the same as 
that woman." 

441 have no child, Christopher. I do not know what I 
should have done in her place." 

44 No. That is impossible. I believe in you. I respect 
you too much. I swear that you could not." 

“ Swear nothing! I have been very near doing what 
she has done. ... It hurts me to destroy the good idea 
you had of me. But you must learn to know us a little 
if you do not want to be unjust.—Yes, I have been within 
an ace of just such an act of folly. And you yourself had 
something to do with my not going on with it. It was 
two years ago. I was going through a period of terrible 
depression, that seemed to be eating my life away. I kept 
on telling myself that I was no use in the world, that 
nobody needed me, that even my husband could do with¬ 
out me, that I had lived for nothing.... I was on the 
very point of running away, to do Heaven knows what! 
I went up to your room. ... Do you remember ? ... 
You did not understand why I came. I came to say 
good-bye to you.. .. And then, I don’t know what 
happened, I can’t remember exactly . . . but I know that 
something you said . . . (though you had no idea of it. . .) 
... was like a flash of light to me.. . . Perhaps it was 
not what you said. . . . Perhaps it was only a matter of 
opportunity : at that moment the least thing was enough 
to make or mar me. . . . When I left you I went back 
to my own room, locked myself in, and wept the whole 
day through.... I was better after that: the crisis had 
passed.” 
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“ And now,” asked Christopher, “ you are sorry ?” 
“ Now V’ she said. “ Ah ! If I had been so mad as 

to do it I should have been at the bottom of the Seine 
long ago. I could not have home the shame of it, and 
the injury I should have done to my poor husband.” 

“ Then you are happy ?” 
“ Yes. As happy as one can be in this life. It is so 

rare for two people to understand each other, and respect 
each other, and know that they are sure of each other, 
not merely with a simple lover’s belief, which is often 
an illusion, but as the result of years passed together, 
grey, dull, commonplace years even — especially with 
the memory of the dangers through which they have 
passed together. And as they grow older their trust 
grows greater and finer.” 

She stopped and blushed suddenly. 
“ Oh! Heavens. How could I tell you that ? . . . 

What have I done ? . . . Forget it, Christopher, I beg 
-of you. No one must know.” 

“ You need not be afraid,” said Christopher, pressing 
her hand warmly. “ It shall be sacred to me.” 

Madame Amaud was unhappy at what she had said, 
and turned away for a moment. 

Then she went on : 
“I ought not to have told you. . . . But, you see, 

I wanted to show you that even in the closest and best 
marriages, even for the women . . . whom you respect, 
Christopher . . . there are times, not only of aberration, 
as you say, but of real, intolerable suffering, which may 
drive them to madness, and wreck at least one life, if 
not two. You must not be too hard. Men and women 
make each other suffer terribly even when they love each 
other dearly.” 

“ Must they, then, live alone and apart ?” 
“That is even worse for us. The life of a woman 

who has to live alone, and fight like men (and often 
against men) is a terrible thing in a society which is not 
ready for the idea of it, and is, in a great measure, hostile 
to it_” 

She stopped again, leaning forward a little, with her 
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eyes fixed on the fire in the grate: then she went on 
softly, in a rather hushed tone, hesitating every now and 
then, stopping, and then going on : 

“ And yet it is not our fault: when a woman lives like 
that, she does not do so from caprice, but because she is 
forced to do so : she has to earn her living and learn how 
to do without a man, since men will have nothing to 
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without having any of its advantages : for, in France, she 
cannot, like a man, enjoy her independence, even in the 
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living death. . . .—In default of intellectual work, what 
resources does charity offer to women ? What great dis¬ 
appointments it holds out for those women who are too 
sincere to be satisfied with official or polite charity, philan¬ 
thropic twaddle, the odious mixture of frivolity, benefi¬ 
cence, and bureaucracy, the trick of dabbling in poverty 
in the intervals of flirtation! And if one of them in 
disgust has the incredible audacity to venture out alone 
among ihe poor or the wretched, whose life she only 
knows by hearsay, think of what she will see ! Sights 
almost beyond bearing ! It is a very hell. What can 
she do to help them ? She is lost, drowned in such a 
sea of misfortune. However, she struggles on, she tries 
hard to save a few of the poor wretches, she wears herself 
out for them, and drowns with them. She is lucky if she 
succeeds in saving one or two of them! But who is 
there to rescue her ? Who ever dreams of going to her 
aid ? For she, too, suffers, both with her own and the 
suffering of others : the more faith she gives, the less she 
has for herself: all these poor wretches cling desperately 
to her, and she has nothing with which to stay herself. 
No one holds out a hand to her. And sometimes she is 
stoned. ... You knew, Christopher, the splendid woman 
who gave herself to the humblest and most meritorious 
charitable work: she took pity on the street prostitutes 
who had just been brought to child-bed, the wretched 
women with whom the Public Aid would have nothing 
to do, or who were afraid of the Public Aid: she tried 
to cure them physically and morally, to look after them 
and their children, to wake in them the mother-feeling, 
to give them new homes and a life of honest work. She 
taxed her strength to the utmost in her grim labours, 
so full of disappointment and bitterness,—(so few are 
saved, so few wish to be saved! And think of all the 
babies who die ! Poor innocent little babies, condemned 
in the very hour of their birth ! . . .).—That woman who 
had taken upon herself the sorrows of others, the blame¬ 
less creature who of her own free will expiated the crimes 
of human selfishness,—how do you think she was judged, 
Christopher \ The evil-minded public accused her of 
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making money out of her work, and even of making 
money out of the poor women she protected. She had 
to leave the neighbourhood, and go away, utterly down¬ 
hearted. . . .—You cannot conceive the cruelty of the 
struggles which independent women have to maintain 
against the society of to-day, a conservative, heartless 
society, which is dying and expends what little energy 
it has left in preventing others from living.55 

“ dear creature, it is not only the lot of women. 
We all know these struggles. And I know the refuge.55 

“ What is it ?55 
“ Art.55 
“ All very well for you, but not for us. And even 

among men, how many are there who can take advantage 
of it Vy 

“ Look at your friend Cecile. She is happy.55 
“ How do you know ? Ah! You have jumped to 

conclusions ! Because she puts a brave face on it, be¬ 
cause she does not stop to think of things that make her 
sad, because she conceals them from others, you say that 
she is happy ! Yes. She is happy to be well and strong, 
and to be able to fight. But you know nothing of her 
struggles. Do you think she was made for that deceptive 
life of art ? Art I Just think of the poor women who 
long for the glory of being able to write or play or sing 
as the very summit of happiness I Their lives must be 
bare indeed, and they must be so hard pressed that they 
can find no affection to which to turn! Art! What 
have we to do with art, if we have all the rest with it % 
There is only one thing in the world which can make a 
woman forget everything else, everything else : and that 
is the child.55 

46 And when, she has a child, you see, even that is not 
enough.55 

“ Yes. Not always. . . . Women are not very happy 
It is difficult to be a woman. Much more difficult than 
to be a man. You men never realise that enough. You 
can be absorbed in an intellectual passion or some out¬ 
side activity. You mutilate yourselves, but you are the 
happier for it A healthy woman cannot do that without 
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suffering for it. It is inhuman to stifle a part of yourself. 
When we women are happy in one way, we regret that 
we are not happy in another. We have several souls. 
You men have but one, a more vigorous soul, which is 
often brutal and even monstrous. I admire you. But 
do not be too selfish. You are very selfish without 
knowing it. You hurt us often, without knowing it.” 

c£ What are we to do ? It is not our fault.” 
44 No, it is not your fault, my dear Christopher. It is 

not your fault, nor is it ours. The truth is, you know, 
that life is not a simple thing. They say that there we 
only need to live naturally. But which of us is natural ?” 

££ True. Nothing is natural in our way of living. 
Celibacy is not natural. Nor is marriage. And free love 
delivers the weak up to the rapaciousness of the strong. 
Even our society is not a natural thing: we have manu¬ 
factured it. It is said that man is a sociable animal. 
What nonsense! He was forced to be so to live. He 
has made himself sociable for the purposes of utility, and 
self-defence, and pleasure, and the rise to greatness. His 
necessity has led him to subscribe to certain compacts. 
Nature kicks against the constraint and avenges herself. 
Nature was not made for us. We try to quell her. It 
is a struggle, and it is not surprising that we are often 
beaten. How are we to win through it ? By being strong.” 

“ By being kind.” 
££ Heavens ! To be kind, to pluck off one’s armoui 

of selfishness, to breathe, to love life, light, one’s humble 
work, the little corner of the earth in which one’s roots 
are spread. And if one cannot have breadth to try to 
make up for it in height and depth, like a tree in a 
cramped space growing upward to the sun.” 

££ Yes. And first of all to love one another, if a 
man would feel more that he is the brother of a woman, 
and not only her prey, or that she must be his ! If both 
would shed their vanity and each think a little less of 
themselves, and a little more of the other ! . . . We are 
weak : help us. Let us not say to those who have fallen : 
41 do not know you.’ But: 4 Courage, friend. We’ll 
pull through.’ ” 



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP 155 

They sat there in silence by the hearth, with the cat 
between them, all three still, lost in thought, gazing at 
the fire. It was nearly out: but a little flame flickered 
up, and with its wing lightly touched Madame Arnaud’s 
delicate face which was suffused with the rosy light of 
an inward exaltation which was strange to her. She 
was amazed at herself for having been so open. She had 
never said so much before, and she would never say so 
much again. 

She laid her hand on Christopher’s and said : 
“ What will you do with the child ?” 
She had been thinking of that from the outset. She 

talked and talked and became another woman, excited 
and exalted. But she was thinking of that and that only. 
With Christopher’s first words she had woven a romance 
in her heart. She thought of the child left by its mother, 
of the happiness of bringing it up, and weaving about its 
little soul the web of her dreams and her love. And she 
thought: 

“No. It is wicked of me : I ought not to rejoice in 
the misfortunes of others.” 

But the idea was too strong for her. She wont on 
talking and talking, and her silent heart was flooded with 
nope. 

Christopher said : 
“ Yes, of course we have thought it over. Poor child ! 

Both Olivier and I are incapable of rearing it. It needs 
a woman’s care. I thought perhaps one of our friends 
would like to help us. . . 

Madame Arnaud could hardly breathe. 
Christopher said: 
“ I wanted to talk to you about it. And then C6cil© 

came in just as we were talking about it. When she 
heard of our difficulty, when she saw the child, she was 
so moved, she seemed so delighted, she said : ‘ Chris¬ 
topher. . . ” 

Madame Arnaud s heart stoppedshe did not hear 
what else he said : there was a mist in front of her eves 
bhe was fain to cry out: 

“ No, no. Give him to me. . . 
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Christopher went on speaking. She did not hear what 
he was saying. But she controlled herself. She thought 
of what Cecile had told her, and she thought: 

“ Her need is greater than mine. I have my dear 
Arnaud . . . and . . . and everything . • . and besides, I 
am older. . . .” 

And she smiled and said : 
“ It is well.55 
But the flame in the dying fire had flickered out: so 

too had the rosy light in her face. And her dear tired 
face wore only its usual expression of kindness and 
resignation. 

“ My wife has betrayed me.” 
Olivier was crushed by the weight of that idea. In 

vain did Christopher try affectionately to shake him out 
of his torpor. 

“ What would you?55 he said. “ The treachery of 
a friend is an everyday evil like illness, or poverty, or 
fighting the fools. We have to be armed against it. It 
is a poor sort of man that cannot bear up against it.55 

“ That’s just what I am. I5m not proud of it ... a 
poor sort of man : yes : a man who needs tenderness, and 
dies if it is taken from him.” 

C£ Your life is not finished : there are other people to 
love.55 

“ I can’t believe in anyone. There are none who can 
be friends.55 

“ Olivier !” 
“ I beg your pardon. I don’t doubt you, although 

there are moments when I doubt everybody—myself in¬ 
cluded. ... But you are strong : you don’t need anybody : 
you can do without me.” 

“ So can she—even better.” 
“ You are cruel, Christopher.” 
“My dear fellow. I’m being brutal to you just to 

make you lash out. Good Lord 1 It is perfectly shame¬ 
ful of you to sacrifice those who love you, and your life 
to a woman who doesn’t care for you.” 

“ What do I care for those who love me ? T love her.57 
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“Work. Your old interests . . . . 
“... Don’t interest me any longer. I m 

I seem to have passed out of altogether^ Bvwythiuf, 
seems so far away.... I see, but I don t undo . ^ * 
And to think that there are men who never grow too l 
of winding up their clockwork every day, and doing thur 
dull work, and their newspaper discussions, and ^ thm 
wretched pursuit of pleasure, men who can be violent y 
for or against a government, or a book, or an actress. .. • 
Oh 1 I feel so old! I feel nothing, neither hatred, nor 
rancour against anybody. I’m bored ydth everything* 
I feel that there is nothing in the world. . * . Write 
Why write ? Who understands you ? 1 used to write 
only for one person : everything that I did was for her. . * * 
There is nothing left: I'm worn out, Christopher, fagged 
out. I want to sleep." 

“ Sleep, then, old fellow. I'll sit by you. 
But sleep was the last thing that Olivier could have. 

Ah! if only a sufferer could sleep for months until his 
sorrow is no more and has no part in his new self *, if only 
he could sleep until he became a new man! But that 
gift can never be his : and he would not wish to have it. 
The worst suffering of all were to be deprived of suffer¬ 
ing. Olivier was like a man in a fever, feeding on his 
fever : a real fever which came in regular waves, being at 
its height in the evening when the light began to fade* 
And the rest of the day it left him shattered, intoxicated 
by love, devoured by memory, turning the same thought 
over and over like an idiot chewing the same mouthful 
again and again without being able to swallow it, with all 
the forces of his brain paralysed, grinding slowly on with 
the one fixed idea. 

He could not, like Christopher, resort to cursing his 
injuries and honestly blackguarding the woman who had 
dealt them. He was more clear-sighted and just, and ho 
knew that he had his share of the responsibility, and that 
tie was not the only one to suffer : Jacqueline also was a 
victim :—she was his victim. She had trusted herself to 
him: how had he dealt with his trust ? If he was not 
strong enough to make her happy, why had he bound 
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her to himself 1 She was within her rights in breaking 
the ties which chafed her. 

“ It is not her fault,53 he thought. “ It is mine. I have 
not loved her well. And yet I loved her truly. But I 
did not know how to love since I did not know how to win 
her love.55 

So he blamed himself : and perhaps he was right. But 
it is not much use to hold an inquest on the past: if it 
were all to do again, it would be lust the same, inquiry or 
no inquiry : and such probing stands in the way of life. 
The strong man is he who forgets the injury that has been 
done him—and also, alas ! that which he has done himself, 
as soon as he is sure that he cannot make it good. But 
no man is strong from reason, but from passion. Love 
and passion are like distant relations : they rarely go 
together. Olivier loved: he was only strong against 
himself. In the passive state into which he had fallen 
he was an easy prey to every kind of illness. Influenza, 
bronchitis, pneumonia, pounced on him. He was ill for 
part of the summer. With Madame Arnaud’s assistance, 
Christopher nursed him devotedly : and they succeeded 
in checking his illness. But against his moral illness 
they could do nothing : and little by little they were 
overcome by the depression and utter weariness of his 
perpetual melancholy, and were forced to run away 
from it. 

Illness plunges a man into a strange solitude. Men 
have an instinctive horror of it. It is as though they were 
afraid lest it should be contagious : and at the very least 
it is boring, and they run away from it. How few people 
there are who can forgive the sufferings of others ! It is 
always the old story of the friends of Job. Eliphaz the 
Temanite accuses Job of impatience. Bildad the Shuhite 
declares that Job’s afflictions are the punishment of his 
sins. Sophar of Naamath charges him with presump¬ 
tion. “ Then was kindled the wrath of Elihu, the son of 
Barachel the Buzite, of the kindred of Bam: against Job 
was his wrath kindled, because he justifteth himself, rather 
than God”—Few men are really sorrowful. Many are 
called, but few are chosen. Olivier was one of these. 
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As a misanthrope once observed: “ He seemed to like 
being maltreated. There is nothing to be gained by 
playing the part of the unhappy man. You only make 
yourself detested.55 

Olivier could not tell even his most intimate friends 
what he felt. He saw that it bored them. Even his 
friend Christopher lost patience with such tenacious and 
importunate grief. He knew that he was clumsy and 
awkward in remedying it. If the truth must be told, 
Christopher, whose heart was generous, Christopher who 
had gone through much suffering on his own account, 
could not feel the suffering of his friend. Such is the in¬ 
firmity of human nature. You may be kind, full of pity, 
understanding, and you may have suffered a thousand 
deaths, but you cannot feel the pain of your friend if he 
has but a toothache. If illness goes on for a long time, 
there is a temptation to think that the sufferer is exag¬ 
gerating his complaint. How much more, then, must 
this be so when the illness is invisible and seated in the 
very depths of the soul! A man who is outside it all 
cannot help being irritated by seeing his friend moaning 
and groaning about a feeling which does not concern him 
in the very least. And in the end he says by way of 
appeasing his conscience: 

“ What can I do % He won't listen to reason, whatever 
I say.55 

To reason: true. One can only help by loving the 
sufferer, by loving him unreasoningly, without trying to 
convince him, without trying to cure him, but just by 
loving and pitying him. Love is the only balm for the 
wounds of love. But love is not inexhaustible even with 
those who love the best: they have only a limited store 
of it. When the sick man’s friends have once written all 
the words of affection they can find, when they have done 
what they consider their duty, they withdraw prudently, 
and avoid him like a criminal. And as they feel a certain 
secret shame that they can help him so little, they help 
him less and less : they try to let him forget them and to 
forget themselves. And if the sick man persists in his 
misfortune and, indiscreetly, an echo of it penetrates to 
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their ears, then they judge harshly his want of courage 
and inability to bear up against his trials. And if he 
succumbs, it is very certain that lurking beneath their 
really genuine pity lies this disdainful under-thought : 

“ Poor devil! I had a better opinion of him.” 
Amid such universal selfishness what a marvellous 

amount of good can be done by a simple word of tender¬ 
ness, a delicate attention, a look of pity and love ! Then 
the sick man feels the worth of kindness. And how poor 
is all the rest compared with that!. .. Kindness brought 
Olivier nearer to Madame Arnaud than anybody else, 
even his friend Christopher. However, Christopher most 
meritoriously forced himself to be patient, and in his 
affection for him, concealed what he really thought of 
him. But Olivier, with his natural keenness of percep¬ 
tion sharpened by suffering, saw the conflict in his friend, 
and what a burden he was upon him with his unending 
sorrow. It was enough to make him turn from Chris¬ 
topher, and fill him with a desire to cry : 

“ Go away. Go.” 
So unhappiness often divides loving hearts. As the 

winnower sorts the grain, so sorrow sets on one side those 
who have the will to live, and on the other those who wish 
to die. It is the terrible law of life, which is stronger than 
love ! The mother who sees her son dying, the friend 
who sees his friend drowning,—if they cannot save them, 
they do not cease their efforts to save themselves : they 
do not die with them. And yet, they love them a thousand 
times better than their lives. . .. 

In spite of his great love, there were moments when 
Christopher had to leave Olivier. He was too strong, too 
healthy, to be able to live and breathe in such airless 
sorrow. He was mightily ashamed of himself l He would 
feel cold and dead at heart to think that he could do 
nothing for his friend : and as he needed to avenge himself 
on someone, he visited his wrath upon Jacqueline. In 
spite of Madame Arnaud’s words of understanding and 
sympathy, he still judged her harshly, as a young, ardent, 
and whole-hearted man must, until he has learned enough 
of life to have pity on its weaknesses. 
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other. Love joins those together who are like each other. 
And what love inspires is very small compared with what 
it destroys. If it be happy it dissolves the will. If un- 
happy it breaks hearts. What good does it ever do ? 

And as he thus maligned love, he saw its ironic, tender 
smile saying to him : 

“ Ingrate!” 

Christopher had been unable to get out of going to one 
of the At Homes given at the Austrian Embassy. Philo¬ 
mela was to sing lieder by Schumann, Hugo Wolf, and 
Christopher. She was glad of her success and that of her 
friend, who was now made much of by a certain set. 
Christopher’s name was gaining ground from day to day, 
even with the great public : it had become impossible for 
the Levy-Cceurs to ignore him any longer. His works were 
played at concerts : and he had had an opera accepted by 
the Opera Comique. The sympathies of some person 
unknown were enlisted on his behalf. The mysterious 
friend, who had more than once helped him, was still 
forwarding his claims. More than once Christopher had 
been conscious of that fondly helping hand in everything 
he did: someone was watching over him and jealously 
concealing his or her identity. Christopher had tried to 
discover it: but it seemed as though his Mend were piqued 
by his not having attempted sooner to find out who he 
was, and he remained unapproachable. Besides, Chris¬ 
topher was absorbed by other preoccupations : he was 
thinking of Olivier, he was thinking of Frangoise: that 
very morning he had just read in the paper that she was 
lying seriously ill at San Francisco : he imagined her alone 
in a strange city, in a hotel bedroom, refusing to see any¬ 
body, or to write to her friends, clenching her teeth, and 
waiting, alone, for death. 

He was obsessed by these ideas, and avoided the com¬ 
pany present: and he withdrew into a little room apart: 
he stood leaning against the wall in a recess that was half 
in darkness, behind a curtain of evergreens and flowers, 
listening to Philomela’s lovely voice, with its elegiac 
warmth, singing The Lime-tree of Schubert: and the pure 
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see her once more. He was afraid she would be gone. 
He went into the room and he found her at once in the 
crowd, although she did not look in the least like what 
he had seen in the mirror. Now he saw her in profile 
sitting in a group of finely dressed ladies : her elbow was 
resting on the arm of her chair, she was leaning forward 
a little, with her head in her hand, and listening to what 
they were saying with an intelligent absent smile: she 
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listening and looking through half-closed e; 
at his own thoughts, of The Dispute of Bapnaei. . . . xne 
she raised her eves, saw him, and showed no surpris< 

You don’t recognise me 

At the same moment the ambassador’s wife passed by, 
and smiled with pleasure to see that the long-sought 
meeting had at last come about: and she introduced 
Christopher to <c Countess Ber6ny.” But Christonh 
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At last one day lie came upon the address she had given 
him and he made up his mind to call on her. 

As he went up the steps he heard the sound of work¬ 
men hammering. The anteroom was in disorder and 
littered with boxes and trunks. The footman replied 
that the Countess was not at home. But as Christopher 
was disappointedly going away after leaving his card, the 
servant ran after him and asked him to come in and 
begged his pardon. Christopher was shown into a little 
room in which the carpets had been rolled up and taken 
away. Grazia came towards him with her bright smile 
and her hand held out impulsively and gladly. All his 
foolish rancour vanished. He took her hand with the 
same happy impulsiveness and kissed it. 

“ Ah !” she said, “ I am glad you came 1 I was so 
afraid I should have to go away without seeing you 
again !33 

“ Go away ? You are going away !” 
Once more darkness descended upon him. 
“ You see . . she said, pointing to the litter in the 

room. “ We are leaving Paris at the end of the week.35 
“ For long ?33 
She shrugged: 
“Who knows V9 
He tried to speak. But his throat was dry. 
“ Where are you going ?33 
“ To the United States. My husband has been ap¬ 

pointed first secretary to the Embassy.33 
“ And so, and so . . .33 he said . . . (his lips trembled).. . 

u it is all over ?33 
“ My dear friend !35 she said, touched by his tone. . . . 

“ No : it is not all over.33 
441 have found you again only to lose you ?” 
There were tears in her eyes. 
cc My dear friend,33 she said again. 
He held his hand over his eyes and turned away to 

hide his emotion. 
“ Do not be so sad,33 she said, laying her hand on his. 
Once more, just then, he thought of the little girl in 

Germany. They were silent. 
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“ Why did you come so late ?55 she ashed at last. “ I 
tried to find yon. Yon never replied.55 

“ I did not know. I did not know,55 he said. . . . 
“ Tell me, was it yon who came to my aid so many times 
without my guessing who it was % . . . Do I owe it to 
you that I was able to go back to Germany ? ere you 
my good angel, watching over me?” 

She said : 
“ I was glad to be able to do something for you. I owe 

you so much !55 

“ What do you owe V9 he asked. “ I have done 
nothing for you.55 

“ You do not know,55 she said, “ what you have been 
to me.55 

She spoke of the days when she was a little girl and mefc 
him at the house of her uncle, Stevens, and he had given 
her through his music the revelation of all that is beaut iul 
in the world. And little by little, with growing anima¬ 
tion she told Mm with brief allusions, that were both 
veiled and transparent, of her childish feeling for him, 
and the way in which she had shared Christopher’s 
troubles, and the concert at which he had been hissed, 
and she had wept, and the letter she had written and 
he had never answered : for he had not received it. And 
as Christopher listened to her, in all good faith, he pro¬ 
jected Ms actual emotion and the tenderness he felt for 
the tender face so near Ms own into the past. 

They talked innocently, fondly, and ^ joyously. And, 
as he talked, Christopher took Grazia’s hand. And 
suddenly they both stopped: for Grazia saw that Chris¬ 
topher loved her. And Christopher saw it too. 

Jor some time Grazia had loved Christopher without 
CMistopher knowing or caring. Now Christopher loved 
Grazia : and Grazia had nothing for Mm but c-ilin friend¬ 
ship : she loved another man. As so often happens, one 
of the two clocks of their lives was a little faster than the 
other, and it was enough to have changed the course of 
both their lives. ... 

Grazia withdrew her hand, and Christopher did not stay 
her. And they sat therefor a moment,mum, without a word. 
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And Grazia said 
“ Good-bye.” 
Christopher said plaintively once more : 
“ And it is all over l” 
“ No doubt it is better that it should be so.” 
“We shall not meet again before you go.” 
“ No,” she said. 
“When shall we meet again?” 
She made a sad little gesture of doubt. 
“ Then,” said Christopher, “ what’s the good, what’s 

the good of our having met again ?” 
Her eyes reproached him, and he said quickly : 
“ No. Forgive me. I am unjust.” 
“ I shall always think of you,” said she. 
“ Alas !” he replied, “ I cannot even think of you. I 

know nothing of your life.” 
Very quietly she described her ordinary life in a few 

words and told him how her days were spent. She spoke 
of herself and of her husband with her lovely affectionate 
smile. 

“ Ah !” he said jealously. “ You love him V 
“ Yes,” she said. 
He got up. 
“ Good-bye.” 
She got up too. Then only he saw that she was with 

child. And in his heart there was an inexpressible feeling 
of disgust, and tenderness, and jealousy, and passionate 
pity. She walked with him to the door of the little room. 
There he turned, bent over her hands, and kissed them 
fervently. She stood there with her eyes half closed and 
did not stir. At last he drew himself up, turned, and 
hurried away without looking at her. 
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tion of life 1 Life. . . . What is life ? It is not as cold 
reason and our eyes tell us that it is. Life is what we 
dream, and the measure of life is love. 

Christopher gazed at Cecile, whose peasant face with 
its wide-set eyes shone with the splendour of the maternal 
instinct,—she was more a mother than the real mother. 

>ked at the ten 
In it, as in books that moved him, he read the hidden 
sweetness and suffering of the life of a married woman 
which, though none ever suspects it, is sometimes as rich 
in sorrow and joy as the love of Juliet or Ysolde : though 
it touches a greater height of religious feeling. ... 

Soda rei human m atque divines. . . . 

has as much to do with the happiness or unhappiness of 
those who marry and those who do not marry as faith 
and the lack of faith. Happiness is the perfume of the 
soul, the harmony that dwells, singing, in the depths of 
the heart. And the most beautiful of all the music of the 
soul is kindness. 

Olivier came in. He was quite calm and reposeful in his 
movements : a new serenity shone in him. He smiled at 
the child, shook hands with Cecile and Madame Arnaud, 
and began to talk quietly. He watched them with a sort 
of surprised affection. He was no longer the same. In 
the isolation in which he had shut himself up with his 
grief, like a caterpillar in the nest of its own spinning, he 
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muscles, and, yawning in boredom like a caged wild beast, 
he sat looking ahead at the years and years of peaceful 
work that awaited him. And as, with his old German 
capacity for optimism, he had no difficulty in persuading 
himself that everything was for the best, he thought that 
such a future was no doubt the appointed inevitable end ; 
he flattered himself that he had issued from his time of 
trial and tribulation and had become master of himself. 
That was not saying much. ... Oh, well! A man is 
sovereign over that which is Ms, he is what he is capable 
of being.. .. He thought that he had reached his haven. 

The two friends were not living together. After Jacque- 
line’s flight, Christopher had thought that Olivier would 
come back and take up his old quarters with him. But 
Olivier could not. Although he felt keenly the need of 
intimacy with Christopher, yet he was conscious of the 
impossibility of resuming their old existence together. 
After the years lived with Jacqueline, it would have 
seemed intolerable and even sacrilegious to admit another 
human being to Ms most intimate life,—even though he 
loved and were loved by that other a thousand times more 
than Jacqueline.—There was no room for argument. 

Christopher had found it hard to understand. He 
returned again and again to the charge, he was surprised, 
saddened, hurt, and angry. Then Ms instinct, which was 
finer and quicker than Ms intelligence, bade Mm take 
heed. Suddenly he ceased, and admitted that Olivier 
was right. 

But they saw each other every day : and they had never 
been so closely united even when they were living under 
the same roof. Perhaps they did not exchange their 
most intimate thoughts when they talked. They did not 
need to do so. The exchange was made naturally, with¬ 
out need of words, by grace of the love that was in their 
hearts. 

They talked very little, for each was absorbed : one in 
his art, the other in Ms memories. Olivier’s sorrow was 
growing less : but he did nothing to mitigate it, rather 
almost taking a pleasure in it: for a long time it had been 
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inward images emerge. He scarcely noticed the faces of 
those he passed on the stairs. And yet unconsciously he 
was aware of certain faces that were impressed upon his 
mind. There is a certain order of mind which only really 
sees things after they have passed. But then, nothing 
escapes them, the smallest details are graven on the plate. 
Olivier’s was such a mind : he bore within himself multi¬ 
tudes of the shadowy shapes of the living. With any 
emotional shock they would come mounting up in crowds : 
and Olivier would be amazed to recognise those whom he 
had never known, and sometimes he would hold out his 
hands to grasp them. . . . Too late. 

One day as he came out of his rooms he saw a little 
crowd collected in front of the house-door round the 
housekeeper, who was making a harangue. He was so 
little interested that he was for going his way without 
troubling to find out what was the matter : but the house¬ 
keeper, anxious to gain another listener, stopped him, 
and asked him if he knew what had happened to the 
poor Roussels. Olivier did not even know who “ the 
poor Roussels 55 were, and he listened with polite indiffer 
ence. When he heard that a working-class family, father, 
mother, and five children, had committed suicide to 
escape from poverty in the house in which he lived, he 
stopped, like the rest, and looked up at the walls of the 
building, and listened to the woman’s story, which she 
was nothing loth to begin again from the beginning. As 
she went on talking, old memories awoke in him, and he 
realised that he had seen the wretched family : he asked 
a few questions. . .. Yes, he remembered them : the man 
—(he used to hear him breathing noisily on the stairs)—a 
journeyman baker, with a pale face, all the blood drawn 
out of it by the heat of the oven, hollow cheeks always 
Ul shaven: he had had pneumonia at the beginning of 
the winter: he had gone back to work only half cured: 
he had had a relapse : for the last three weeks he had had 
no work and no strength. The woman had dragged from 
childbirth to childbirth: crippled with rheumatism, she 
had worn herself out in trying to make both ends meet, and 
had spent her days running hither and thither trying to 
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my art and spread force and joy. Have you any idea 
how many wretched beings have been sustained in their 
suffering by the beauty of an idea, by a winged song ? 
Every man to his own trade ! You French people, like 
the generous scatterbrains that you are, are always the 
first to protest against the injustice of, say, Spain or 
Russia, without knowing what it is all about. I love you 
for it. But do you think you are helping things along ? 
You rush at it and bungle it and the result is nil,—if not 
worse. . . . And, look you, your art has never been more 
weak and emaciated than now, when your artists claim 
to be taking part in the activities of the world. It is 
the strangest thing to see so many little writers and 
artists, all dilettante and rather dishonest, daring to set 
themselves up as apostles ! They would do much better 
if they were to give the people wine to drink that was not 
so adulterated.—My first duty is to do whatever I am 
doing well, and to give you healthy music which shall 
set new blood coursing in your veins and let the sun shine 
in upon you.55 

If a man is to shed the light of the sun upon other men, 
he must first of all have it within himself. Olivier had 
none of it. Like the best man of to-day, he was not 
strong enough to radiate force by himself. But in unison 
with others he might have been able to do so. But with 
whom could he unite ? He was free in mind and at heart 
religious, and he was rejected by every party political 
and religious. They were all intolerant and narrow and 
were continually at rivalry. Whenever they came into 
power they abused it. Only the weak and the oppressed 
attracted Olivier. In this at least he agreed with Chris¬ 
topher’s opinion, that before setting out to combat in¬ 
justice in distant lands, it were as well to fight injustice 
close at hand, injustice everywhere about, injustice for 
which each and every man is more or less responsible. 
There are only too many people who "are quite satisfied 
with protesting against the evil wrought by others, 
without ever thinking of the evil that they do themselves. 

At first he turned Ms attention to the relief of th§ poor. 
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are for ever howling and barking at the wind. An act 
of injustice committed at the other end of the world will 
send them off their heads. 

Dogs barking through the night. From one farm to 
another in the heart of the forest they were yelping to 
one another, never ceasing. The night was stormy. It 
was not easy to sleep in those days. The wind bore 
through the air the echoes of so many acts of injustice ! . . . 
The tale of injustice is unnumbered: in remedying one 
there is danger of causing others. What is injustice ?— 
To one man it means a shameful peace, the fatherland 
dismembered. To another it signifies war. To another 
it means the destruction of the past, the banishment of 
princes : to another, the spoliation of the Church : to yet 
another the stifling of the future to the peril of liberty. 
For the people, injustice lies in inequality : for the upper 
ten, in equality. There are so many different kinds of 
injustice that each age chooses its own,—the injustice 
that it fights against, and the injustice that it counte¬ 
nances. 

At the present time the mightiest efforts of the world 
were directed against social injustice,—and unconsciously 
were tending to the production of fresh injustice. 

And, in truth, such injustice had waxed great and plain 
to see since the working-classes, growing in numbers and 
power, had become part of the essential machinery of 
the State. Rut in spite of the declamations of the 
tribunes and bards of the people, their condition was not 
worse, but rather better than it had ever been in the 
past: and the change had come about not because they 
suffered more, but because they had grown stronger. 
Stronger by reason of the very power of the hostile ranks 
of Capital, by the fatality of economic and industrial 
development which had banded the workers together in 
armies ready for the fight, and, by the use of machinery, 
had given weapons into their hands, and had turned 
every foreman into a master with "power over light, 
lightning, movement, all the energy of the world. From 
this enormous mass of elementary forces, which only a 
short time ago the leaders of men were trying to organise, 
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life, breathing into snch abstract reason, their hallucina¬ 
tions, and their hopes, like a burning wind of Hegira. 
They were quickly spread from man to man. Men 
succumbed to them without knowing from whom they 
came or how they had been brought. They were no 
respecters of persons. The moral epidemic spread and 
spread : and it was quite possible for limited creatures to 
communicate it to superior men. Every man was un¬ 
wittingly an agent in the transmission. 

Such phenomena of intellectual contagion are to be 
observed in all times and in all countries : they make 
themselves felt even in aristocratic States where there is 
the endeavour to maintain castes hermetically sealed one 
against the other. But nowhere are they more electric 
than in democracies which preserve no sanitary barrier 
between the elect and the mob. The elect are con¬ 
taminated at once whatever they do to fight against it. 
In spite of their pride and intelligence they cannot resist 
the contagion; for the elect are much weaker than they 
think. Intelligence is a little island fretted by the tides 
of humanity, crumbling away and at last engulfed. It 
only emerges again on the ebb of the tide.—One wonders 
at the self-denial of the French privileged classes when on 
the night of August 4 they abdicated their rights. Most 
wonderful of all, no doubt, is the fact that they could not 
do otherwise. I fancy a good many of them when they 
returned home must have said to themselves : ii What 
have I done ? I must have been drunk. . ..” A splendid 
drunkenness ! Blessed be wine and the vine that gives 
it forth ! It was not the privileged classes of old France 
who planted the vine whose blood brought them to 
drunkenness. The wine was extracted, they had only 
to drink it. He who drank must lose his wits. Even 
those who did not drink turned dizzy only from the smell 
of the vat that caught them as they passed. The vintages 
of the Revolution! . . . Hidden away in the family 
vaults there are left only a few empty bottles of the wine 
of ’89: but our grandchildren’s children will remember 
that their great-grandfathers had their heads turned by it. 

It was a sourer wine but a wine no less strong that 
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by exploiting both people and apostles at the same time. 
Then it seemed to honest men that the middle-class was 
doomed, that it could only infect the people who, at all 
costs, must break free and go their way alone. So they 
were left cut off from all possibility of action, save to 
predict and foresee a movement which would be made 
without and against themselves. Some of them found 
in this the joy of renunciation, the joy of deep disinterested 
human sympathy feeding upon itself and the sacrifice of 
itself. To love, to give self ! Youth is so richly endowed 
that it can afford to do without repayment: youth has 
no fear of being left despoiled. And it can do without 
everything save the art of loving.—Others again found 
in it a pleasurable rational satisfaction, a sort of im¬ 
perious logic : they sacrificed themselves not to men so 
much as to ideas. These were the bolder spirits. They 
took a proud delight in deducing the fated end of their 
class from their reasoned arguments. It would have 
hurt them more to see their predictions falsified than to 
be crushed beneath the weight of circumstance. In 
their intellectual intoxication they cried aloud to those 
outside : “ Harder 1 Strike harder ! Let there be 
nothing left of us 1”—They had become the theorists of 
violence. 

Of the violence of others. For, as usual, these apostles 
of brute force were almost always refined and weakly 
people. Many of them were officials cof the State which 
they talked of destroying, industrious, conscientious and 
orderly officials. Their theoretical violence was the 
throwback from their weakness, their bitterness and the 
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Last of all there was the herd of literary men in search 
of inspiration—men who could write and yet knew not 
what to write: like the Greeks at Aulis, they were be¬ 
calmed and could make no progress, and sat impatiently 
waiting for a kindly wind from any quarter to come and 
belly out their sails.—There were famous men among 
them, men who had been wrenched away from their 
stylistic labours and plunged into public meetings by the 
Dreyfus affair. An example which had found only too 
many followers for the liking of those who had set it. 
There was now a mob of writing men all engrossed in 
politics, and claiming to control the affairs of the State. 
On the slightest excuse they would form societies, issue 
manifestoes, save the Capitol. After the intellectuals of 
the advance guard came the intellectuals of the rear : they 
were much of a muchness. Each of the two parties re¬ 
garded the other as intellectual and themselves as intelli¬ 
gent. Those who had the luck to have in their veins a 
few drops of the blood of the people bragged about it: 
they dipped their pens into it, wrote with it.—They were 
all malcontents of the burgess class, and were striving to 
recapture the authority which that class had irreparably 
lost through its selfishness. Only in rare instances were 
these apostles known to keep up their apostolic zeal for 
any length of time. In the beginning the cause meant a 
certain amount of success to them, success which in all 
probability was in no wise due to their oratorical gifts. 
It gave them a delicious flattery for their vanity. There¬ 
after they went on with less success and a certain secret 
fear of being rather ridiculous. In the long-run the last 
feeling was apt to dominate the rest, being increased by 
the fatigue of playing a difficult part for men of their 
distinguished tastes and innate scepticism. But they 
waited upon the favour of the wind and of their escort 
before they could withdraw. For they were held captive 
both by wind and escort. These latter-day Voltaires and 
Joseph de Maistres, beneath their boldness in speech and 
writing, concealed a dread uncertainty, feeling the ground, 
being fearful of compromising themselves with the young 
men, and striving hard to please them and to be younger 
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As always happens, he had particularly attached him¬ 
self to the very man who was most different from himself. 
This Frenchman, French, burgess and provincial to his 
very soul, had become the fidus Achates of a young Jewish 
doctor named Manousse Heimann, a Russian refugee, 
who, like so many of his fellow-countrymen, had the two¬ 
fold gift of settling at once among strangers and making 
himself at home, and of being so much at his ease in any 
sort of revolution as to rouse wonder as to what it was 
that most interested him in it: the game or the cause. 
His experiences and the experiences of others were a 
source of entertainment to him. He was a sincere revo¬ 
lutionary, and his scientific habit of mind made him 
regard the revolutionaries and himself as a kind of mad¬ 
men. His excited dilettantism and his extreme insta¬ 
bility of mind made him seek the company of men the 
most opposite. He had acquaintances among those in 
authority and even among the police : he was perpetually 
prying and spying with that morbid and dangerous 
curiosity which makes so many Russian revolutionaries 
seem to be playing a double game, and sometimes reduces 
the appearance to reality. It is not treachery so much as 
versatility, and it is thoroughly disinterested. There are 
so many men of action to whom action is a theatre into 
which they bring their talents as comedians, quite honestly 
prepared at any moment to change their part! Manousse 
was as faithful to the revolutionary part as it was possible 
for him to be : it was the character which was most in 
accord with his natural anarchy, and his delight in demol¬ 
ishing the laws of the countries through which he passed. 
Rut yet, in spite of everything, it was only a part. It was 
always impossible to know how much was true and how 
much invented in what he said, and even he himself was 
never very sure. 

He was intelligent and sceptical, endowed with the 
psychological subtlety of his twofold nationality, could 
discern quite marvellously the weaknesses of others, and 
his own, and was extremely skilful in playing upon them, 
so that he had no difficulty in gaining an ascendancy over 
Canet. It amused him to drag this Sancho Panza into 
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generation ? That would mean setting up a wall between 
themselves and others. On the one hand, freedom in the 
wilderness, on the other, mankind. They do not hesitate : 
they choose mankind, the herd. The herd is evil-smelling, 
but it gives warmth. Then those who have chosen 
pretend to think what they do not in fact think. It is 
not very difficult for them : they know so little what they 
think !.. . “ Know thyself /” . .. How could they, these 
men who have hardly a Me to know ? In every collective 
belief, religious or social, very rare are the men who 
believe, because very rare are the men who are men. 
Faith is an heroic force : its fire has kindled but a very 
few human torches, and even these have often flickered. 
The apostles, the prophets, even Jesus have doubted. 
The rest are only reflections,—save at certain hours when 
their souls are dry and a few sparks falling from a great 
torch set light to all the surface of the plain : then the fire 
dies down, and nothing gleams but the glowing embers 
beneath the ashes. Not more than a few hundred 
Christians really believe in Christ. The rest believe that 
they believe, or else they only try to believe. 

Many of these revolutionaries were like that. Our 
friend Canet tried hard to believe that he was a revo¬ 
lutionary : he did believe it. And he was scared at his 
own boldness. 

All these comfortable people invoked divers principles : 
some followed the bidding of their hearts, others that of 
their reason, others again only their interests: some 
associated their way of thinking with the Gospel, others 
with M. Bergson, others, again, with Karl Marx, with 
Proudhon, with Joseph de Maistre, with Nietzsche, or 
with M. Sorel. There were men who were revolutionaries 
to be in the fashion, some who were so out of snobbishness, 
and some from shyness: some from hatred, others from 
love: some from a need of active, hot-headed heroism: 
and some in sheer slavishness, from the sheeplike quality 
of their minds. But all, without knowing it, were at the 
mercy of the wind. All were no more than those whirling 
clouds of dust which are to be seen like smoke in the far 





198 JOHN CHRISTOPHER 

“ I’d rather have people laugh at me than make other 
people weep.” 

“ Good boy !” said Christopher. “ But, good Lord, 
who ever said anything to the contrary ? When I see a 
hunchback, my back aches for him. . . . We’re playing 
the comedy, we won’t write it.” 

He did not suffer himself to be bitten by the prevalent 
dreams of social justice. His vulgar common sense told 
him and he believed that what had been would be. 

“ But if anybody said that to you about art you’d be 
up in arms against him.” 

“Maybe. Anyhow, I don’t know about anything except 
art. Nor do you. I’ve no faith in people who talk 
about things without knowing anything about them.” 

Olivier’s faith in such people was no greater. Both of 
them were inclined to push their distrust a little too far: 
they had always held aloof from politics. Olivier con- 
fessed, not without shame, that he could not remember 
ever having used his rights as an elector : for the last ten 
years he had not even entered his name at the mairie. 

“ Why,” he asked, “ should I take part in a comedy 
which I know to be futile ? Vote ? For whom should I 
vote ? I don’t see any reason for choosing between two 
candidates, both of whom are unknown to me, while I 
have only too much reason to expect that, directly the 
election is over, they will both be false to all their pro- 
fessions of faith. Keep an eye on them % Remind them 
of their duty ? It would take up the whole of my life, 
with no result. I have neither time, nor strength, nor the 
rhetorical weapons, nor sufficient lack of scruple, nor is 
my heart steeled against all the disgust that action brings. 
Much better to keep clear of it all. I am quite ready to 
submit to the evil. But at least I won’t subscribe to it.” 

But, in spite of his excessive clear-sightedness, Olivier, 
to whom the ordinary routine of politics was repulsive, 
yet preserved a chimerical hope in* a revolution. ' He 
knew that it was chimerical: but he did not discard it. 
It was a sort of racial mysticism in him. Not for nothing 
does a man belong to the greatest destructive and con¬ 
structive people of the Western world, the people who 
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were not incapable of appreciating the novelty or—(it is 
all the same)—the archaism of fine feeling. But they were 
bored, too intellectual, not sufficiently alive to believe ix 
the reality of art: they were only interested in tricks,— 
tricks of sound, or juggling with ideas ; most of them were 
distraught by other worldly interests, accustomed to 
scattering their attention over their multifarious occupa¬ 
tions, none of which was “ necessary.55 It was almost 
impossible for them to pierce the outer covering of art, to 
feel its heart deep down : art was not flesh and blood to 
them ; it was literature. Their critics built up their 
impotence to issue from dilettantism into a theory, an 
intolerant theory. When it happened that a few here 
and there were vibrant enough to respond to the voice of 
art, they were not strong enough to bear it, and were left 
disgruntled and nerve-ridden for life. They were sick 
men or dead. What could art do in such a hospital %— 
And yet in modem society he was unable to do without 
these cripples : for they had money, and they ruled the 
Press : they only could assure an artist the means of 
living. So then he must submit to such humiliation : an 
intimate and sorrowful art, music in which is told the 
secret of the artist’s inmost life, offered up as an amuse¬ 
ment—or rather as a palliative of boredom, or as another 
sort of boredom—in the theatres or in fashionable drawing¬ 
rooms, to an audience of snobs and wom-out intellectuals. 

Christopher was seeking the real public, the public 
which believes in the emotions of art as in those of life, 
and feels them with a virgin soul. And he was vaguely 
attracted by the new promised world—the people. The 
memories of his childhood, Gottfried and the poor, who 
had revealed to him the living depths of art, or had shared 
with him the sacred bread of music, made him inclined to 
believe that his real friends were to be found among 
such people. Like many another young man of a generous 
heart and simple faith, he cherished* great plans for a 
popular art, concerts, and a theatre for the people, which 
he would have been hard put to it to define. He thought 
that a revolution might make it possible to bring about 
a great artistic renascence, and he pretended that he had 
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than action. Every Frenchman, be he burgess or of the 
people, is as great an eater of speeches as he is of bread. 
But all men do not eat the same sort of bread. There is 
the speech of luxury for delicate palates, and the more 
nourishing sort of speech for hungry gullets. If the 
words are the same, they are not kneaded into the same 
shape : taste, smell, meaning, all are different. 

The first time Olivier attended a popular meeting and 
tasted of the fare he lost his appetite : his gorge rose at it, 
and he could not swallow. He was disgusted by the 
platitudinous quality of thought, the drab and uncouth 
clumsiness of expression, the vague generalisations, the 
childish logic, the ill-mixed mayonnaise of abstractions 
and disconnected facts. The impropriety and looseness 
of the language were not compensated by the raciness 
and vigour of the vulgar tongue. The whole thing was 
compounded of a newspaper vocabulary, stale tags picked 
up from the reach-me-downs of middle-class rhetoric. 
Olivier was particularly amazed at the lack of simplicity. 
He forgot that literary simplicity is not natural, but 
acquired : it is a thing achieved by the people of the elect. 
Dwellers in towns cannot be simple : they are rather 
always on the lookout for far-fetched expressions. Olivier 
did hot understand the effect such turgid phrases might 
have on their audience. He had not the key to their 
meaning. We call foreign the languages of other races, 
and it never occurs to us that there are almost as many 
languages in our nation as there are social grades. It is 
only for a limited few that words retain their traditional 
and age-old meaning : for the rest they represent nothing 
more than their own experience and that of the group to 
which they belong. Many of such words, which are dead 
for the select few and despised by them, are like an empty 
house, wherein, as soon as the few are gone, new energy 
and quivering passion take up their abode. If you wish 
to know the master of the house, go into it. 

That Christopher did. 

He had been brought into touch with the working- 
elasses by a neighbour of his who was employed on the 
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and nervous irritability.—Christopher, who had pursued 
his acquaintance with him, was struck by the tragedy 
of his lot : an incomplete nature, lacking sufficient culture 
and artistic taste, yet made for great things and crushed 
by misfortune. Gautier clung to Christopher as a weak 
man drowning grasps at the arm of a strong swimmer. 
He felt a mixture of sympathy and envy for Christopher, 
He took him to popular meetings, and showed him some 
of the leaders of the syndicalist party to which he belonged 
for no other reason than his bitterness against society. 
For he was an aristocrat gone wrong. It hurt him terribly 
to mix with the people. 

Christopher was much more democratic than he—the 
more so as nothing forced him to be so—and enjoyed the 
meetings. The speeches amused him. He did not share 
Olivier's feeling of repulsion : he was hardly at all sensible 
of the absurdities of the language. In his eyes a windbag 
was as good as any other man. He affected a sort of con¬ 
tempt for eloquence in general. But, though he took no 
particular pains to understand their rhetoric, he did feel 
the music which came through the man who was speaking 
and the men who were listening. The power of the speaker 
was raised to the hundredth degree by the echo thrown 
back from his hearers. At first Christopher only took 
stock of the speakers, and he was interested enough to 
make the acquaintance of some of them. 

The man who had the most influence on the crowd was 
Casimir Joussier,—a little, pale, dark man, between thirty 
and thirty-five, with a Mongolian cast of countenance, 
thin, puny, with cold burning eyes, scant hair, and a 
pointed beard. His power lay not so much in his gesture, 
which was poor, stilted, and rarely in harmony with the 
words,—not so much in his speech, which was raucous 
and sibilant, with marked pauses for breathing,—as in 
his personality and the emphatic assurance and force of 
will which emanated from it. He never seemed to admit 
the possibility of anyone thinking differently from him¬ 
self : and as what he thought was what his audience wanted 
to think, they had no difficulty in understanding one 
another. He would go on saying thrice, four times, ten 
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and marked: but they continued to exist. In the movement 
were to be found men of the north and men of the south 
with their fundamental scorn of each other. The trades 
were jealous of each other’s wages, and watched each 
other with an undisguised feeling of superiority to all 
others in each. But the great difference lay and always 
will lie—in temperament. Poxes and wolves and horned 
beasts, beasts with sharp teeth, and beasts with four 
stomachs, beasts that are made to eat, and beasts that 
are made to be eaten, all sniffed at each other as they 
passed in the herd that had been drawn together by the 
accident of class and common interest: and they recog¬ 
nised each other : and they bristled. 

Christopher sometimes had his meals at a little creamery 
and restaurant kept by a former colleague of Gautier s, 
one Simon, a railway clerk who had been dismissed for 
taking part in a strike. The shop was frequented by 
syndicalists. There were five or six of them who used to 
sit in a room at the back, looking on to an enclosed court¬ 
yard, narrow and ill-lit, from which there arose the never- 
ceasing desperate song of two caged canaries straining 
after the fight. Joussier used to come with his mistress, 
the fair Berthe, a large coquettish young woman, with a 
pale face, and a purple cap, and merry, wandering eyes. 
She had under her thumb a good-looking boy, Leopold 
Graillot, a journeyman mechanic, who was clever and 
rather a poseur: he was the aesthete of the company. 
Although he called himself an anarchist, and was one of 
the most violent opponents of the burgess-class, his soul 
was typical of that class at its very worst. Every morn¬ 
ing for years he had drunk in the erotic and decadent news 
of the halfpenny literary papers. His reading had pven 
him a strongly addled brain. His mental subtlety m 
imagining the pleasures of the senses was allied, m nun 
with an absolute lack of physical delicacy, indifference 
to cleanliness, and the comparative coarseness of his hie 
He had acquired a taste for an occasional glass of such 
adulterated wine—the intellectual alcohol of luxury, _ 0 
unwholesome stimulants of unhealthy rich men. Being 
unable to take these pleasures in the flesh, he inoculated 
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so were bis traditional habits of mental discipline, and 
regular work, and scrupulous economy of time: and he 
did not relish such a waste of so many precious hours. 
Besides that, he was not good at talking or drinking. 
Above all there was his physical distaste for it all, the 
secret antipathy which raises a physical barrier between 
the different types of men, the hostility of the senses, 
which stands in the way of the communion of their souls, 
the revolt of the flesh against the heart. When Olivier 
was alone with Christopher he would talk most feelingly 
about the duty of fraternising with the people : but when 
he found himself face to face with the people, he was im¬ 
potent to do anything, in spite of his good will. Chris¬ 
topher, on the other hand, who laughed at his ideas, could, 
without the least effort, meet any workman he chanced 
to come across in brotherhood. It really hurt Olivier 
to find himself so cut off from these men. He tried to be 
like them, to think like them, to speak like them. He 
could not do it. His voice was dull, husky, had not the 
ring that was in theirs. When he tried to catch some of 
their expressions the words would stick in his throat or 
sound queer and strange. He watched himself ; he was 
embarrassed, and embarrassed them. He knew it. He 
knew that to them he was a stranger and suspect, that 
none of them was in sympathy with him, and then, when 
he was gone, everybody would sigh with relief . Ouf ! 
As he passed among them he would notice hard, icy 
glances, such hostile glances as the working-classes, em¬ 
bittered by poverty, cast at any comfortable burgess. 
Perhaps Christopher came in for some of it too : but he 
never noticed it. 

Of all tie people in that place the only ones who 
showed any inclination to be friendly with Olivier were 
Amelie’s children. They were much more attracted by 
their superior in station than disposed to hate him. The 
little boy was fascinated by the burgess mode of thought: 
he was clever enough to love it, though not clever enough 
to understand it: the little girl, who was very pretty, had 
once been taken by Olivier to see Madame Arnaud, and 
she was hypnotised by the comfort and ease of it all: she 
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his weakness. But Joussier guessed that Olivier was read¬ 
ing him : and he was very far from liking him for it. 

There was another interested witness, an indulgent 
spectator of this game of love and hate. This was 
the manageress, Amelie. She saw everything without 
seeming to do so. She knew life. She was an honest, 
healthy, tranquil, easy-going woman, and in her youth 
had been free enough. She had been in a florist’s shop: 
she had had a lover of the class above her own: she had 
had other lovers. Then she had married a working-man. 
She had become a good wife and mother. But she under¬ 
stood everything, all the foolish ways of the heart, 
Joussier’s jealousy, as well as the young woman’s desire 
for amusement. She tried to help them to understand 
each other with a few affectionate words : 

“ You must make allowances : it is not worth while 
creating bad blood between you for such a trifle. . . .” 

She was not at all surprised when her words produced 
no result. . . . 

“ That’s the way of the world. We must always be 
torturing ourselves. . . .” 

She had that splendid carelessness of the people, from 
which misfortune of every sort seems harmlessly to glide. 
She had had her share of unhappiness. Three months 
ago she had lost a boy of fifteen whom she dearly loved: 
it had been a great grief to her: but now she was once 
more busy and laughing. She used to say : 

“ If one were to think of these things one could not 
live.” 

So she ceased to think of it. It was not selfishness. 
She could not do otherwise : her vitality was too strong : 
she was absorbed by the present: it was impossible for 
her to linger over the past. She adapted herself to things 
as they were, and would adapt herself to whatever hap¬ 
pened. If the revolution were to come and turn every¬ 
thing topsy-turvy she would soon manage to be standing 
firmly on her feet, and do everythMg that was there to 
do ; she would be in her place wherever she might be set 
down. At heart she had only a modified belief in the 
revolution. She had hardly any rea.1 faith in anything 
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the co-operative groups, the two-edged axe of which strikes 
at the same time at the dead abstractions of the socialistic 
State, and at the sterility of individualism, that corrosion 
of energy, that dispersion of collective force in individual 
frailties,—the great source of modern wretchedness for 
vhich the French Revolution is in part responsible. 

But Nature is stronger than reason. When Christopher 
came in touch with the syndicates — those formidable 
coalitions of the weak—his vigorous individuality drew 
back. He could not help despising those men who needed 
to be linked together before they could march on to the 
fight; and if he admitted that it was right for them to 
submit to such a law, he declared that such a law was 
not for him. Besides, if the weak and the oppressed are 
sympathetic, they cease altogether to be so when they 
in their turn become oppressors. Christopher, who had 
only recently been shouting out to the honest men living 
in isolation: “ Unite ! Unite !” had a most unpleasant 
sensation when for the first time he found himself in the 
midst of such unions of honest men, all mixed up with 
other men who were less honest, and yet were endowed 
with their force, their rights, and only too ready to abuse 
them. The best people, those whom Christopher loved, 
the friends whom he had met in The House, on every floor, 
drew no sort of profit from these fighting combinations. 
They were too sensitive at heart and too timid not to be 
scared : they were fated to be the first to be crushed out 
of existence by them. Face to face with the working- 
class movement they were in the same position as Olivier 
and the most warmly generous of the young men of the 
middle-class. Their sympathies were with the workers 
organising themselves. But they had been brought up 
in the cult of liberty: now liberty was exactly what the 
revolutionaries cared for least of all. Besides, who is 
there nowadays that cares for liberty ? A select few 
who have no sort of influence over the world. Liberty is 
passing through dark days. The Popes of Rome proscribe 
the light of reason. The Popes of Paris put out the light 
of the heavens. And M. Pataud puts out the lights of the 
streets. Everywhere imperialism is triumphant: the 
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They regarded Mm as a maker of phrases, and said 
that, if he were talking of compasses, it was very clear 
that he had lost his : and they gave themselves the 
pleasure of indulging in a little friendly contempt at his 
expense. In their eyes an artist was a shirker who con¬ 
trived to work as little and as agreeably as possible. 

He replied that he worked as hard as they did, harder 
even, and that he was not nearly so afraid of work. 
Nothing disgusted Mm so much as sabotage, the deliberate 
bungling of work, and skulking raised to the level of a 
principle. 

“ All these wretched people,” he would say, “ afraid 
for their own skins ! . . . Good Lord I I5ve never stopped 
working since I was eight. You people don’t love your 
work ; at heart you’re just common men. ... If only you 
were capable of destroying the Old World! But you 
can’t do it. You don’t even want to. No, you don’t 
even want to. It is all very well for you to go about 
shrieking menace and pretending you’re going to extermi¬ 
nate the human race. You have only one thought: to 
get the upper hand and lie snugly in the warm beds of 
the middle-classes. Except for a few hundred poor devils, 
navvies, who are always ready to break their bones or 
other people’s bones for no particular reason,—just for 
fun—or for the pain, the age-old pain with which they 
are simply bursting, the whole lot of you think of nothing 
but deserting the camp and going over to the ranks of 
the middle-classes on the first opportunity. You become 
Socialists, journalists, lecturers, men of letters, deputies, 
Ministers. . . . Bah! Bah! Don’t you go howling 
about so-and-so ! You’re no better. You say he is a 
traitor ?. .. Good. Whose turn next ? You’ll all come 
to it. There is not one of you who can resist the bait. 
How could you ? There is not one of you who believes 
in the immortality of the soul. You are just so many 
bellies, I tell you. Empty bellies thinlpng of nothing but 
being filled.” 

Thereupon they would all lose their tempers and all 
talk at once. And in the heat of the argument it would 
often happen that Christopher, wMrled away by 1m 
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intellectuals, and men and women who from our very 
birth have been given up to the wearying task of keeping 
ourselves from dying of hunger, often struggling in vain, 
often seeing the very best of us succumbing to the pain 
of it all,—we who are the moral and intellectual treasure 
of the nation! You who have more than your share of 
the wealth of the world are rich at the cost of our suffering 
and our poverty. That troubles you not at all: you have 
sophistries and to spare to reassure you : the sacred rights 
of property, the fair struggle for life, the supreme interests 
of that Moloch, the State and Progress, that fabulous 
monster, that problematical Better to which men sacrifice 
the Good,—the Good of other men.—But for all that, the 
fact remains, and all your sophistries will never manage 
to deny it: “ You have too much to five on. We have 
not enough. And we are as good as you. And some of 
us are better than the whole lot of you put together.” 

So Christopher was affected by the intoxication of the 
passions with which he was surrounded. Then he was 
astonished at his own bursts of eloquence. But he did 
not attach any importance to them. He was amused by 
such easily roused excitement, which he attributed to the 
bottle. His only regret was that the wine was not better, 
and he would belaud the wines of the Rhine. He still 
thought that he was detached from revolutionary ideas. 
But there arose the singular phenomenon that Christopher 
brought into the discussion, if not the upholding of them, 
a steadily increasing passion, while that of his companions 
seemed in comparison to diminish. 

As a matter of fact, they had fewer illusions than he. 
Even the most violent leaders, the men who were most 
feared by the middle-classes, were at heart uncertain and 
horribly middle-class. Coquard, with his laugh like a 
stallion’s neigh, shouted at the top of his voice and made 
terrifying gestures : but he only half believed what he was 
saying : it was all for the pleasure of talking, giving orders, 
being active : he was a braggart of violence. He knew 
the cowardice of the middle-classes through and through, 
and he loved terrorising them by showing that he was 
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stronger than they : he was quite ready to admit as much 
to Christopher, and to laugh over it. Graillot criticised 
everything, and everything anybody tried to do : he made 
every plan come to nothing. Joussier was for ever affirm¬ 
ing, for he was unwilling ever to be in the wrong. He 
would be perfectly aware of the inherent weakness of his 
line of argument, but that would make him only the more 
obstinate in sticking to it: he would have sacrificed the 
victory of his cause to his pride of principle. But he 
would rush from extremes of bullet-headed faith to ex¬ 
tremes of ironical pessimism, when he would bitterly 
condemn the lie of all systems of ideas and the futility of 
all effort. 

The majority of the working-classes were just the same. 
They would suddenly relapse from the intoxication of 
words into the depths of discouragement. They had 
immense illusions: but they were based upon nothing: 
they had not won them in pain or forged them for them¬ 
selves : they had received them ready-made, by that law 
of the smallest effort which led them for their amusements 
to the slaughter-house and the blatant show. They 
suffered from an incurable indolence of mind for which 
there were only too many excuses : they were like weary 
beasts asking only to be suffered to lie down and in peace 
to ruminate over their end and their dreams. But once 
they had slept off their dreams there was nothing left 
but an even greater weariness and the doleful dumps. 
They were for ever flaring up to a new leader: and very 
soon they became suspicious of him and spumed him. 
The sad part of it all was that they were never wrong: 
one after another their leaders were dazzled by the bait 
of wealth, success, or vanity: for one Joussier, who was 
kept from temptation by the consumption under which 
he was wasting away, a brave crumbling to death, how 
many leaders were there who betrayed the people or grew 
weary of the fight! They were victims of the secret sore 
which was devouring the politicians of every party in 
those days : demoralisation through women and money, 
women and money,—(the two scourges arc one and the 
same).—In the government as in the ministry there were 







a For consider what you are, you whom the Master has 
summoned. If the body be considered there are not many 
among y®\i who are wise, or strong, or noble. But He has 
chosen the foolish things of the world to confound the wise; 
and He has chosen the weak things of the world to confound 
the strong : and He has chosen the vile things of the world 
and the despised things, and the things that are not, to the 
destruction of those things that are... 
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voice roar out coarse ditties and revolutionary songs, or 
chaff the women of the neighbourhood as they passed 
by. A magpie with a broken wing, which was always 
hopping about on the pavement, used to come from a 
porter’s lodge and pay him a visit. It would stand on 
the first step at the entrance to the booth and look at the 
cobbler. He would stop for a moment to crack a dirty 
joke with the bird in a piping voice, or he would insist on 
whistling the Internationale. The bird would stand with 
its beak in the air, listening gravely : every now and then 
it would bob with its beak down by way of salutation, and 
it would awkwardly flap its wings in order to regain its 
balance : then it would suddenly turn round, leaving the 
cobbler in the middle of a sentence, and fly away with its 
wing and a hit on to the back of a bench, from whence it 
would hurl defiance at the dogs of the quarter. Then the 
cobbler would return to his leather, and the flight of his 
auditor would by no means restrain him from going 
through with his harangue. 

He was fifty-six, with a jovial wayward manner, little 
merry eyes under enormous eyebrows, with a bald top to 
his head rising like an egg out of the nest of his hair, 
hairy ears, a black gap-toothed mouth that gaped like a 
well when he roared with laughter, a very thick dirty 
beard, at which he used to pluck in handfuls with his long 
nails that were always filthy with wax. He was known in 
the district as Daddy Feuillet, or Feuillette, or Daddy la 
Feuillette—and to tease him they used to call him La 
Fayette: for politically the old fellow was one of the reds: 
as a young man he had been mixed up in the Commune, 
sentenced to death, and finally deported: he was proud of 
his memories, and was always rancorously inclined to 
lump together Badinguet, Galliffet, and Foutriquet. He 
was a regular attendant at the revolutionary meetings, 
and an ardent admirer of Coquard and the vengeful idea 
that he was always prophesying with much beard-wagging 
and a voice of thunder. He never missed one of his 
speeches, drank in his words, laughed at his jokes with 
head thrown back and gaping mouth, foamed at his 
invective, and rejoiced in the fight and the promised 



out the user's feet, but there was no wearing out Ms 
leather. . . . 

The old fellow had in Ms shop a grandson of thirteen, a 
hunchback, a sickly, rickety boy, who used to run Ms 
errands, and was a sort of apprentice. The boy’s mother 
had left her family when she was seventeen to elope with 
a worthless fellow who had sunk into hooliganism, and 
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mnnaee to do .~o lie is always certain to miss a link here 
w >tbi 

and there : but in the intervals of rhythmic movement 
ideas crop up and mental images come floating to the 
surface: the regular movements of the body send them 
flying upwards like sparks under the smith’s bellows. 
The thought of the people ! It is just smoke and fire, a 
shower of glittering sparks fading away, glowing, then 
fading away once more I But sometimes a spark will be 
carried awav bv the wind to set fire to the dried forests 

«u «. 

and the fat ricks of the upper-classes. . . . 
Olivier procured Emmanuel a place in a printing-house. 

It was the boy's wish, and Ms grandfather did not oppose 
it; he was glad to see Ms grandson better educated than 
Mmself, and he had a great respect for printer’s ink. In 
Ms new trade the boy found Ms work more exhausting 
than in the old : but lie felt more free to think among the 
throng of workers than in the little shop where he used 
to sit alone with Ms grandfather. 

The best time of day was the dinner hour. He would 
escape and get right away from the horde of artisans 
crowding round the little tables on the pavement and into 
the wineshops of the district, and limp along to the square 
hard by : and there he would sit astride a bench under a 

<k»’ 

spreading chestnut-tree, near a bronze dancing faun with 
grapes in Ms hands, and untie Ms brown-paper parcel of 
bread and meat, and munch it slowly, surrounded by a 
little crowd of sparrows. Over the green turf little 
fountains spread the trickling web of their soft rain. 
Round-eyed, slate-blue pigeons cooed in a sunlit tree. 
And all about Mm was the perpetual hum of Paris, the 
roar of the carriages, the surging sea of footsteps, the 
familiar street-cries, the gay distant wMstle of a china- 
mender, a navvy's hammer ringing out on the cobble¬ 
stones, the noble music of a fountain—all the fevered 
golden trappings of the Parisian dream.—And the little 
hunchback, sitting astride Ms bench, with Ms mouth full, 
never troubling to swallow, would ^drowse off into a 
delicious torpor, in wMch he lost all consciousness of Ms 

^ ^ twisted spine and his craven soul, and was all steeped in 
indeterminate intoxicating happiness. 
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who had Initiated Mm in the beauties of anarcMc brother¬ 
hood. On that point he disagreed with La Feuillette 
who was a proper Frenchman, an adherent of the strong 
line and of absolutism in freedom. For the rest, they 
were equally firm in their belief in the social revolution 
and the working-class salente of the future. Each was 
devoted to a leader in whose person he saw incarnate the 
ideal man that each would have liked to be. Trouillot 
was for Joussisr. La Feuillette for Coquard. They used 
to engage in interminable arguments about the points 
on which they were divided, being quite confident that 
the thoughts upon which they agreed were definitely 
decided;—{and they were so sure of their common ground 
that they were never very far from believing, in their 
cups, that it was a matter of hard fact).—The cobbler 
was the more argumentative of the two. He believed as 
a matter of reason : or at least he flattered himself that he 
did, for, Heaven knows, Ms reason was of a very peculiar 
Mud, and could have fitted the foot of no other man. 
However, though he was less skilled in argument than in 
cobbling, he was always insisting that- other minds should 
be shod to Ms own measure. The stationer was more 
indolent and less combative, and never worried about 
proving Ms faith. A man only tries to prove what he 
doubts himself. He had no doubt. His unfailing 
optimism always made Mm see things as he wanted to 
see them, and not see things or forget them immediately 
when they were otherwise. Whether he did so wilfully 
or from apathy he saved Mmself from trouble of any sort: 
experience to the contrary slipped off Ms Mde without 
leaving a mark.—The two of them were romantic babies 
with no sense of realty, and the revolution, the mere 
sound of the name of wMch was enough to make them 
drank, was only a jolly story they told themselves, and 
never knew whether it would ever happen, or whether 
it had actually happened. **And the ftwo of them firmly 
believed in the God of Humanity merely by the trans¬ 
position of the habits they had inherited from their for¬ 
bears, who for centuries had bowed before the Son of Man.— 

{It goes without saving that both men were anti-clerical. 
<2L *' 
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point he gained the day : for he came very near to having 
an apoplectic fit. and his niece was frightened: she did 
not try the experiment again. For the rest he gave in, 
and pretended not to see : the odour of sanctity made Mm 
feel very uncomfortable : but he tried not to think of it. 
On the other hand they were at one in pampering the 
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suffering. Olivier met Mm : lie was struck by Ms down- 
east expression : lie guessed that he was suffering. 

You are hurt. Whv f* 
Emmanuel refused to answer. Olivier pressed Mm 

kindly. The boy persisted in Ms silence : but Ms jaw 
trembled as though lie were on the point of weeping. 
Olivier took Ms arm and led Mm back to Ms rooms. 
Although he too had the cruel and instinctive feeling of 
repulsion from ugliness and disease that is in all who are 
not bom 'with the souls of sisters of charity, he did not 
let it appear. 

Someone lias hurt you V* 
“ Yes/5 

u What did they do VJ 
The bov laid bare Ms heart. He said that he was udy. 

•*“ ______ O v 

He said that Ms comrades had told Mm that their revolu¬ 
tion was not for Mm. 

It is not for them, either, my boy. nor for us. It is 
not a single daws affair. It is all for those who will come 
after us/5 





most real. The fairy-tale lived, moved, and breathed a 
*» 

around Mm. And the view framed in the window of the 
room, the people passing in the street, rich and poor, 
the swallows skimming the walls, the jaded horses dragging 
their loads alone:. the stones of the houses drinking in the 

• ** * 
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li Ther believed5 he said. u as we do. We all believe 
the same thing. Only their belief is less than ours. They 
are people who have to shut all the shutters and light the 
lamp before they can see the light. They see God in the 
shape of a man. We have keener eyes. But the light 
that we love is the same.” 

The bov went home through the dark streets in which 
the gas-lamps were not yet lit. Olivier’s words were 
ringing in Ms head He thought that it was as cruel 
to laugh at people because they had weak eyes as because 
they were hunchbacked. And he thought that Rainette 
had very pretty eyes : and he thought that he had brought* 
tears into them. He could not bear that. He turned and 
went across to the stationer's. The window was still a 
little open : and he thrust Ms head inside and called in a 
wMsper: 

44 Rainette.” 
She did not reply. 
u Rainette. I beg vour pardon,” 
From the darkness came Rainette’s voice, saying: 
u Beast! I hate you.” 
“ I’m sorrv,” he said. 
He stopped. Then, on a sudden impulse, he said in an 

even softer whisper, uneasily, rather shamefacedly : 
4fc You know, Rainette, I believe in God just as you do.” 
44 Really I” 1 



mm 

He could hear Rainette’s soft breathing. 
He said : 
“ Good-night, little one.5’ 
Tenderly came Rainette’s voice : 
u Good-night.55 
He went away comforted. He was glad that Barnette 
d forgiven Mm. And, in his inmost soul, the little 
fferer was not sorry to think that he had been the cause 
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end lost sight of the paradoxical point of view with 
he had begun. The artist in him was carried awav 
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“ You are a Burgundian ?” asked Olivier. 

M Bourguignon sali 
LLgie au c&it 
La harbe au msnionf 
Sardf Bourguigncn** 

replied the postman with a laugh. u 1 come from the 
Availon country. I have family papers going back to 
1200 and something.. . .,5 

{W" 

Olivier was intrigued, and tried to find out more about 
him. Hnrieloup asked nothing better than to be allowed 
to talk. He belonged, in fact, to one of the oldest families 
in Bn rgundy. One of his ancestors had been on crusade 
with Philippe An gusto : another had been secretary of 
State under Henri II. The family had begun to decay 
in the seventeenth century. At the time of the Revolu¬ 
tion, ruined and desp airing, they had taken the plunge 
into the ocean of the people. Xow they were coming to 
the surface again as the result of honest work and the 
physical and moral vigour of Hurteloup the postman, 
and Ms fidelity to Ms race. His greatest hobby had been 
collecting Mstorical and genealogical documents relating 
to his family and their native country. In off hours he 
used to go to the ArcMves and copy out old papers. 
Whenever he did not understand them he would go and 
ask one of the people on Ms beat, a Chartist or a student 
at the Sorbonne, to explain. His illustrious ancestry did 
not turn Ms head : he would speak of it laughingly, with 
never a shade of embarrassment or of indignation at the 
hardness of fate. His careless sturdy gaiety was a 
delightful tMng to see. And when Olivier looked at Mm 
he thought of the mysterious ebb and flow of the life of 
human families, which for centuries flows bummgly, for 
centuries disappears under the ground, and then comes 
bubbling forth again, having gathered fresh energy front 
the depths of the earth. And the people seemed to him 
to he an immense reservoir into whien the rivers of the past 
plunge, while the rivers of the future spring forth again, 
and, though they bear a new name, are sometimes the 

those of old. 



eir papers were 
, mobilising the 
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terror upon tlie point in which the comfortable classes 
were mostly sensitive—namely. upon the stomach. . . . 
Feri venirem. . . . They were threatening them with a 
general strike. The scared Parisians were leaving foi 
the country or laying in provisions as against a siege. 
Christopher had mettanet, in his motor, carrying two 
hams and a sack of potatoes: he was beside himself : he 
did not in the least know to which party he belonged: 
he was in turn an old Republican, a royalist, and a revolu¬ 
tionary. His cult of violence was like a compass gone 
wrong, with the needle darting from north to south and wit 
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Christopher was quite unconscious of it: but Olivier 
would listen, look at ^hristooher. and feel vaguelv uneasy. 
In Ms weak condition lie had a singular power of penetra¬ 
tion, a far-seeing eye : he saw things that no other man 
could perceive. 

Christopher thumped out a final chord and stopped 
ail In a sweat, and looking rather haggard : he looked 
at Olivier, and there was still a troubled expression in 
his eyes ; then he began to laugh, and went back to Ms 
desk. Olivier asked him : 

What was that. Christopher W 
u Nothing,75 replied Christopher. “ Fm stirring the 

s _ .... x _ . ti   _jl_jC _TL 3 5 
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His artistic impotence had for a long time been one of 
Olivier’s greatest griefs. It was so hard to feel so much 
life in himself and to be able to save none of it!.. .—Now 
he was resigned. Flowers do not need to be seen to 
blossom. They are only the more beautiful in the fields 
where no hand can pluck them. Happy, happy fields 
with flowers dreaming in the sun!—Here in the little 
valley there was hardly any sun; but Olivier’s dreams 
flowered all the better for it. What stories he wove for 
his own delight in those days, stories sad and tender and 
fantastic ! They came he knew not whence, sailing like 
white clouds in a summer sky, melted into thin air, and 
others followed them: he was full of them. Sometimes 
the sky was clear: in the light of it Olivier would sit 
drowsily until once more, with all sail set, there would 
come gliding the silent ships of dreams. 

In the evening the little hunchback would come in. 
Olivier was so full of stories that he told him one, smiling, 
eager and engrossed in the tale. Often he would go on 
talVing to himself, with the boy breathing never a word. 
In the end he would altogether forget his presence. ... 
Christopher arrived in the middle of the story, and was 
struck by its beauty, ajid asked Olivier to begin all over 
again. 'Olivier refused: 

“ I am in the same position as yourself,” he said. “ I 
don’t know anvthing about it.” 

“ That Is not true,” said Christopher. “ You're a 
regular Frenchman, and you always know exactly what 
you are doing and saying. Yon never forget anything.” 

u Alas !” said Olivier. 
“ Begin again, then.” 
u I’m too tired. What’s the good ?” 
Christopher was annoyed. 
is That’s all wrong,” he said. “ What’s the good of 

your having ideas ? You throw away what you have. 
It’s an utter waste.” 

“ Nothing is ever lost,” said Olivier. 
The little hunchback started from the stillness he had 

maintained during Olivier’s story—sitting with his face 
towards the window, with eyes blankly staring, and a frown 
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There were very few people in the streets. A few little 
workgiris wearing sprays of lily-of-the-valley. Working- 
people in their Sunday clothes were walking about rather 
listlessly. At the street comers, and near the Metro 
stations were groups of policemen in plain clothes. The 
gates of the Luxembourg were closed. The weather was 
still foggy and damp. It was a long, long time since the 
sun had shown himself ! . . . The friends walked arm in 
arm. They spoke but little, but they were very glad of 
each other. A few words were enough to call up all their 
tender memories of the intimate past. They stopped in 
front of a mairie to look at the barometer which had an 
upward tendency. 

“ To-morrow,” said Olivier, I shall see the sun.” 
Thev were quite near the house where Cecile lived, 

4U1 

They thought of going in and giving the baby a hug. 
u No. We can do it when we come back.” 
On the other side of the river they began to fall in with 

more people. Just ordinary peaceful people taking a 
walk, wearing their Sunday clothes and faces; poor 
people with their babies: workmen loafing. A few here 
and there wore the red eglantine in their buttonholes: 
they looked quite inoffensive : they were revolutionaries 
by dint of self-persuasion: they were obviously quite 
benevolent and optimistic at heart, well satisfied with the 
smallest opportunities for happiness : whether it were 
fine or merely passable for their holiday, they were grate¬ 
ful for it . . . they did not know exactly to whom ... to 
everything and everybody about them. They walked 
along without any hurry, expansively admiring the new 
leaves of the trees and the pretty dresses of the little girls 
who went by : they said proudly : 

“ Only in Paris can you see children so well dressed as 
that.” 

Christopher made fun of the famous upheaval that had 
been predicted. . . . Such nice people ! . . . He was 

xr x jl 

quite fond of them, although a little contemptuous. 
As they got farther along the crowd thickened. Men 

with pale hangdog faces and horrible mouths slipped 
into the stream of people, all on the alert, waiting for the 
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single Wow had been struck. Berthe wriggled through 
the crowd like an eel, shrieking at the top of her voice. 
She rejoined her friends; and taking shelter behind 
Coquard's broad back, she recovered her breath, pressed 
close up against Christopher, gripped his arm, in fear or 
for some other reason, ogled Olivier, and shook her fist 
at the enemy, and screeched. Coquard took Christopher’s 
arm and said : 

Let's go to Amalie's.” 
They had very little way to go. Berthe had preceded 

them with Gralllot and a few workmen. Christopher 
was on the point of entering followed by Olivier. The 
street had a shelving ridge. The pavement, by the 
creamery, was five or six steps higher than the roadway. 
Olivier stopped to take a long breath after his escape from 
the crowd. He disliked the idea of being in the poisoned 
air of the restaurant and the clamorous voices of these 
fanatics. He said to Christopher : 

I’m going home.” 
“ Very well, then, old fellow,” said Christopher. “ I’ll 

rejoin you in an hour from now.” 
u Don’t run any risks, Christopher !” 
“ Coward !” said Christopher, laughing. 
He turned into the creamery. 
Olivier walked along to the comer of the shop. A few 

steps more and he would be in a little bye-street which 
would take him out of the uproar. The thought of his 
little protege crossed his mind. He turned to look for 
him. He saw him at the very moment when Emmanuel 
had slipped down from his coign of vantage and was 
rolling on the ground being trampled underfoot by the 
rabble : the fugitives were running over his body: the 
police were just reaching the spot. Olivier did not stop 
to think: he rushed down the steps and ran to Ms aid. 
A navvy saw the danger, the soldiers with drawn sabres. 
Olivier holding out his hand to the boy to help Mm up, 
the savage rush of the police knocked them both over. 
He shouted out, and in Ms turn rushed in. Some of Ms 
comrades followed at a ran. Others rushed down from 
the threshold of the restaurant, and, on their cries, cam© 









odd or even), to make out Ms chances 
le did not stop, but went through 

When he reached the barricade he found Chris- 
>erched on a wheel of the overturned omnibus, 
Mmself by firing pistol-shots into the air. Round 

her stopped short, dr< 
m from Ms scaffold! 
rted pulling him awai 
; You must clear out,51 

£ Where is Olivier ?55 

Th 
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“ 1 won’t go without seeing him.” 
“ You’ll see him there. He'll join you to-morrow. 

Hell go by the first train. Quick I 111 explain.” 
He caught hold of Christopher. Christopher was dazed 

by the noise and the wave of madness that had rushed 
through him. could not understand what* he had clone 
and what he was being asked to do. and let himself be 
dragged away. Manonsse took Ms arm,, and with Ms 
other hand caught hold of Canet, who was not at all 
pleased with the part allotted to him in the affair: and 
he packed the two of them into the ear. The worthy 
Canet would have been bitterly sorry if Christopher had 
been caught, but he would have much preferred someone 
else to help him to escape. Manonsse knew Ms man. 
And as he had some qualms about Canet’s cowardice, he 
changed Ms mind just as he was leaving them and the 
car was getting into its stride and climbed up and sat 
with them. 







It was morning. Christopher went up to his room. 
Then he came down again, had breakfast, sauntered 
through the streets. He pretended to be free of anxiety 
and looked at the lake and the shop-windows, chaffed 
the girl in the restaurant, and turned over the illustrated 
papers. . . . Xothing interested him. The dav dragged 
through, slowly and heavily. About seven o’clock in the 
evening. Christopher having, for want of anything else 
to do, dined early and eaten nothing, went up to his 
room, and asked that as soon as the friend he was ex¬ 
pecting arrived, he should be brought up to him. He 
sat down at the desk with his back turned to the door. 
He had nothing to busy himself with, no baggage, no 
books: only a paper that he had just bought: he forced 
himself to "read it; but his mind was wandering : he 
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>pner was so weas, 
sound of the man’s 
Mm comfort in l 
it was held out to 

was so utterly wretched, 
1 voice, cordial as it was, 
uisery. He gripped the 



Braun. ... He is weeping. . . . Well, well, what is 
it ? . . . Anna ! Anna! . . . Quick, he has fainted. . . ,55 

Christopher had collapsed in Ms host’s arms. He had 
succumbed to the fainting fit wMch had been imminent 
for several hours. 



Christopher could not bear the noise. He made an effort, 
superhuman it seemed to him, and said : 

“ Please leave me alone.” 



was tail 



and the affectation of it all, Christopher had to beg Braun 
to go on living just as he usually did. 

Bor some days no one paid any attention to Christopher 
He would sit for hours together in the corner of a room, 
or he would wander through the house like a man in a 
dream. What were his thoughts ? He hardly knew. 
He hardly had even strength enough to suffer. He was 
^as^ie^* dryness of his heart was a horror to him. 
He had only one desire : to be buried with “ him,” and to 
make an end.—One day he found the garden-door open 
and went out. But it hurt him so much to be in the light 
of day that he returned hurriedly and shut himself up in 
his room with all the shutters closed. Fine days were 
torture to him. He hated the sun. The brutal serenity 
of Nature overwhelmed him. At meals he would eat in 
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wake up until well on into the afternoon of the next day. 
The house was empty. Braun and Ms wife had gone 
out. The window was open, and the smiling air was 
quivering with light. Christopher felt that a crushing 
weight had been lifted from him. He got up and went 
down into the garden. It was a narrow rectangle, en¬ 
closed within Mgh walls, like those of a convent. There 
were gravel paths between grass-plots and humble 
flowers ; and an arbour of grape-vines and climbing roses. 
A tiny fountain trickled from a grotto built of stones : 
an acacia against the wall hung its sweet-scented branches 
over the next garden. Above stood the old tower of the 
church, of red sandstone. It was four o’clock in the 
evening. The garden was already in shadow. The sun 
was still sMning on the top of the tree and the red belfry. 
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ag, had foreseen everything. One face w< 
lim of a face he had known and the lips w- 
he was quite sure they would}—exactly the s 

s he had heard from the original: beings sm 
other would pass through similar phases. 3b 
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mrtaan reservations tn petto : such psychology seemed to hm 
too ample; but he told himself that, after all, it was Braun5 

affair; and he gave no further thought to the matter. 
Thev used to sit together after dinner in the evening 

stand all wrong 



iid not mind : he had met so manv idiots in 
w* 

Ms life i But when Braun gave vent to cer- 
h expression of enthusiasm, he would stop 
go up to ills room without a word. Braun 

truth at last, and put a stopper on Ms reflec¬ 
ts, Ms love for music was quickly sated: he 
listen with anv attention for more than a 

(V 

l hour on end : he would pick up Ms paper, or 
leave Christopher in peace. Anna would sit 

chair and say nothing: she would have her 
lap and seem to be working: but her eves 
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fixations. Eae! 2 family had its day for a general gather- 
TIiaxt wata "harrilv at all otiah t,A ttiA lHg OI tile CIa»JL 

outside world. - 
tlons old, felt 

All, these great houses, with fortunes genera- 
no need of showing their wealth. They 

knew each, oth 
others was a thi 

er, and that was enough : the opinion of 
iig of no consequence. There were million- 

aires dressed like humble shopkeepers, talking their 
raucous dialect with its pungent expressions, going con- 
scientiously to 
at an age whei 
themselves the 
selves on their 
the daughters. 
through the sa me hard apprenticeship that they them- 
selves had serv( id. They practised strict economy in their 
daily Ives. Bu 
collecting works 3 of art, picture galleries, and m social work: 

irrTiMi 
surdity, DOtn o: 
the rest of the world seemed not to exist—(although its 

mmmm it thoroughly through their business, and 
•elationships, and the long and extended 
they forced their sons to take,)—this little 

BSs 
and recognised by itself,—practised the severest discipline 
upon itself. E ̂ a 1113 «i i«isi mo «i >1 • * •: mvfj i 

self and upon t he rest. The result of all this was a collec- 
tive conscience which masked all individual differences 
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alities of the p lace) under the veil of religious and moral 
Everybody practised it, everybody believed 

in it. Not a 
doubt. It wei 
the depths of 
sealed against 

rounded by a narrow scrutiny, and that 
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reak Ms bonds and set the city 
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i of scandalous outbreaks):—they 
were a painter, they sent him to 
a thinker, to the libraries. It was 

d roar out all sorts of outrageous 
, not to hear Mm. It was in vain 
independence : they incorporated 
is. So the effect of the poison was 
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because they knew their own worth, were much less hard 



limited circle to which his wife belonged, all moved in 
a little Protestant society which was particularly strict. 
Christopher was ill-regarded by them both as a Papist by 
origin and a heretic in fact. For his part, he found many 
things which shocked Mm. Although lie no longer be¬ 
lieved, yet he bore the marks of Ms inherited Catholicism, 
which was more poetic than a matter of reason, more 
indulgent towards Nature, and never suffered the self¬ 
torment of trying to explain and understand what to love 
and what not to love : and also he had the habits of intel¬ 
lectual and moral freedom which he had unwittingly come 
by in Paris. It was inevitable that he should come into 
collision with the little pious groups of people in whom all 
the defects of the Caivinistic spirit were marked and ex¬ 
aggerated : a rationalistic religion, wMch clipped the wings 
of faith and left it dangling over the abyss : for it started 
with an a priori reason wMch was open to discussion like 
aJl mysticism : it was no longer poetry, nor was it prose, 
it was poetry translated into prose. They had pride of 
intellect, an absolute, dangerous faith in reason—in their 
reason. They could not believe in God or in immortality : 
but they believed in reason as a Catholic believes in the 
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river that ran through the city—the same mighty fatherly 
river that washed the walls of Ms native town up north. 
In the river Christopher could recover the memory of his 
childish dreams. . . . But in Ms* sorrow they took on. 
like ' 
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, and hurrying mass, which was always 
the past, wherein nothing could be clearly 

fc moving veils, thousands of streams, 
5, twisting into form, then fading away: 



aim! 



for he saw himself too clearly, and with eyes that saw too 
truthfully:—what man is there would be worthy to be 
loved, if it were for his merits, and not by the magic and 
indulgence of love ! 

One evening when he had been invited to the Langeais’s, 
he felt that it would make Mm too unhappy to feel 
Jacqueline’s indifference: he said that he was too tired 
and told Christopher to go without Mm. Ckri-topher 
suspected nothing, and went off in high delight. In Ms 
naive egoism he thought only of the pleasure of having 
Jacqueline all to Mmself. He was not suffered to rejoice 
for long. When she heard that Olivier was not coming, 
Jacqueline at once became peevish, irritable, bored, and 
dispirited : she lost all desire to please : she did not listen 



He would 
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>w Christopher was absolutely deteri 
lould succeed in his wooing. He fu 
a mother, supervised his dressing, p] 
advice as to what he should wear, t 
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(think of it!)—tied Ms tie for Mm. Olivier bore with 
him, patiently at the cost of having to retie Ms & on 
the stairs when Christopher was no longer present. He 
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love and wmsmssm 
She could not ML 
44 Do I love Mm ?” 
She could not tell . .. She did not know: and yet she 

knew that she was caught: she was in the toils of love: 
she was on the point of losing herself in love, losing herself 
utterly; her will, her independence, her egoism, her 
dreams of the future, all were to be swallowed up by the 
monster. And she would harden herself in anger, and 
sometimes she would feel that she almost hated Olivier. 

They went to the very end of the garden, into the 
kitchen-garden, wMeh was cut off from the lawns by a 
hedge of tall trees. They sauntered down the paths 
bordered on either side with gooseberry bushes, with their 
clusters of red and golden fruit *and beds of strawberries, 
the fragrance of which scented the air. It was June: 
but there had been storms, and the weather was cold. 
The sky was grey and the light dim : the low-hanging 
clouds moved in a heavy mass, drifting with the wind, 
wMeh blew only in the Mgher air, and never touched the 
earth ; no leaf stirred : but the air was very fresh. Every¬ 
thing was shrouded in melancholy, even their hearts, 
swelling with the grave happiness that was in them. 
And from the other end of the garden, through the open 
windows of the villa, out of sight, there came the sound of 
the harmonium, grinding out the Fugue in E Flat Minor 
of Johann Sebastian Bach. They sat down on the coping 
of a well, both pale and silent. And Olivier saw tears 
trickling down Jacqueline’s cheeks. 

u You are crying he murmured, with trembling 
lips. 

And the tears came to Ms own eyes. 
He took her hand. She laid her head on Olivier’s 

shoulder. She gave up the struggle : she was vanquished, 
and it was such sweet comfort to her! . . . They wept 
silently as they sat listening to the music under the 
moving canopy of the heavy clouds, wMeh in their 
noiseless flight seemed to skim the tops of the trees. 
They thought of all that they had suffered, and perhaps— 
who knows ?—of all that they were to suffer in the future. 
There are moments when music summons forth all the 
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rent in. Christopher was sitting at the 
Ms head in Ms hands, dreaming, he too, 
in the past. When he heard the door 
, from his dream, and turned to them 
:*h a solemn, tender smile lighting up his 
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taste for the reeking scent of wealth, and cannot do 
without it. A woman who can be rich and yet remain 
sound in heart is a prodigy as rare as & millionaire who 
has genius. . .. And I don't like monsters. Anyone who 
has more than enough to live on is a monster—a human 
cancer preying upon the lives of the rest o! humanity.” 

Olivier laughed: 
“ What do you want ?” he said. u I can’t stop loving 

Jacqueline because she is not poor, or force her to become 
poor for love of me.” 
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egoism it had never occurred to Mm, ansi he was angry. 
He swore that neither Olivier nor Christopher should 
ever set foot inside Ms house again. Jacqueline lost her 
temper, and one fine morning Olivier opened the door to 
admit a young woman, pale and determined looking, who 
rushed in like a whirlwind, and said : 

“ Take me away with you! My father and mother 
won’t hear of it. I will marry you. You must com¬ 
promise me.” 

Olivier was alarmed though touched by it, and did not 
even try to argue with her. Fortunately Christopher 
was there. Ordinarily he was the least reasonable of men, 
but now he reasoned with them. He pointed out what 
a scandal there would be, and how they would suffer for 
it. Jacqueline bit her lip angrily, and said : 

“ Very well. We will kill ourselves.” 



the 
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placed it on life desk, and said to it: 
“ My dear, are yon glad ?” 

He wrote often—rather too often—to Olivier. He had 
a few vaguely written letters, which were increasingly 
distant in tone. He was disappointed, but not much 
affected by it. He persuaded himself that it must be so, 
and he had no anxiety as to the future of their friendship. 

His solitude did not trouble him. Far from it: he did 
not have enough of it to suit his taste. He was beginning 
to suffer from the patronage of the Grand Joumal. Arsene 
Gamache had a tendency to believe that he had pro¬ 
prietary rights in the famous men whom he had taken 
the trouble to discover: he took it as a matter of course 
that their fame should be associated with Ms own. much 
as Louis XIV. grouped Moliere, La Bran, and Lull about 
his throne. Christopher discovered that the author of 
the Hymn to JEgis was not more imperial or more of a 
nuisance to art than Ms patron of the Grand Journal. 
For the journalist, who knew no more about art than the 
Emperor, had opinions no less decided about it: he could 
not tolerate the existence of anytMng he did not like : he 
decreed that it was bad and pernicious: and he would 
ruin it in the pubic interest. It is both comic and 
terrible to see such coarse-grained uncultivated men of 
affairs presuming to control not only poltics and money, 
but also the mind, and offering it a kennel with a collar 
and a dish of food, or, if it refuses, having the power to 
let loose against it thousands of idiots whom they have 
trained into a docile pack of hounds!—Christopher was 
not the sort of man to let himself be schooled and disci¬ 
plined. It seemed to Mm a very had thing that an 
ignoramus should take upon Mmself to tell him what he 
ought and ought not to do in music : and he gave Mm to 
understand that art ja^eded a much more severe training 
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chromolithographs, one of which was sentimental: In 
the Spring (Im Fruhling}, and the other patriotic: The 
Battle of Saint Jacques, and a crucifix with a skull at the 
foot of the cross. Anna had a voracious appetite, such m 
Christopher had never known her to have. They drank 
freely of the ordinary white wine. After their meal they 
set out once more across the fields, in a blithe spirit of 
companionship. In neither was there any equivocal 
thought. They were thinking only of the pleasure of their 
walk, the singing in their blood, and the whipping, nipping 
air. Anna’s tongue was loosed. She 'was no longer on 
her guard: she said just whatever came into her mind. 

She talked about her childhood, and how her grand¬ 
mother used to take her to the house of an old Mend 
who lived near the cathedral: and while the old ladies 
talked they sent her into the garden over which there* 
hung the shadow of the Munster. She used to sit in a 
corner and never stir : she used to listen to the skivering 
of the leaves, and watch the busy swarming insects : and 
she used to be both pleased and afraid.—j She made no 
mention of her fear of devils : her imagination was ob¬ 
sessed by it: she had been told that they prowled round 
churches but never dared enter: and she used to believe 
that they appeared in the shape of animals: spiders, 
lizards, ants, all the hideous creatures that swarmed about 
her, under the leaves, over the earth, or in the crannies 
of the walls).—Then she told him about the house she 
used to live in, and her sunless room : she remembered it 
with pleasure : she used to spend many sleepless nights 
there, telling herself things. . .. 

“ What things ?” 
£C Silly things.” 
“ Tell me.” 
She shook her head in refusal. 
44 Why not ?” 
She blushed, then laughed, and added : 
“ In the daytime t$>c^ while I was at work.” 
She thought for a moment, laughed once more, and then 

said: 
“ They were silly things, bad things.” 
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which they could see shaped like the pope's nose in the 
heart of the valley : one of the towers had an empty 
storks’ nest on the top of its roof of mossy tiles, looking 
just like a toque on a woman's head. At a cross-roads 
just outside the village they passed a fountain above 
which stood a little Catholic saint, a wooden Magdalene, 
graciously and a little minelngly holding out her arms. 
With an instinctive movement Anna responded to the 
gesture and held out her arms also, and she climbed on 
to the kerb and filed the arms of the pretty little goddess 
with branches of holy and mountain-ash with such of 
their red berries as the birds and the frost had spared. 

On the road they passed little groups of peasants and 
peasant women in their Sunday clothes: women with 
brown skins^ very red cheeks, thick plaits coiled round 
their heads, light dresses and hats with flowers. They 
wore white gloves and red cuffs. They were singing simple4 

songs with shrill placid voices not very much in Vane, 
In a stable a cow was mooing. A child with whooping- 
cough was coughing in a house. A little farther on there 
came up the nasal sound of a clarionet and a comet. 
There was dancing in the village square between the little 
inn and the cemetery. Four musicians, perched on a 
table, were playing a tune. Anna and Christopher sat 
in front of the inn and watched the dancers. The couples 
were jostling and slanging each other vociferously. The 
girls were screaming for the pleasure of making a noise. 
The men drinking were beating time on the tables with 
their fists. At any other time such ponderous coape 
joy would have disgusted Anna: but now she loved it: 
she had taken off her hat and was watching eagerly. 
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and she gave a cruel smile. From the roof of the house 
and the tree in the garden the melting snow trickled down 
into the gravel with a thin tinkling noise. Some distance 
away was the laughter of children chasing each other in 
the street and snowballing. Anna seemed to be half- 
asleep. The silence was torture to Christopher: it hurt 
him so that he could have cried out. 

At last the servant went downstairs and left the house. 
Christopher got up, turned to Anna, and was about to say : 

w Anna ! Anna ! what have we done 
Anna looked at him : her eyes, which had been obstin¬ 

ately lowered, had just opened : they rested on Chris¬ 
topher, and devoured him hotly, hungrily. Christopher 
felt his own eyes bum under the impact, and he reeled; 
everything that he wanted to say was brushed aside. 
They came together, and once more they were locked in 
an embrace. . . . 

The shades of the evening were falling. Their blood 
was still in turmoil. She was lying down, with her dress 
tom, her arms outstretched. He had buried his face in 
the pillow, and was groaning aloud. She turned towards 
him and raised his head, and caressed his eyes and his lips 
with her fingers : she brought her face close to his, and 
she stared into his eyes. Her eyes were deep, deep as a 
lake, and they smiled at each other in utter indifference 
to pain. They lost consciousness. He was silent. 
Mighty waves of feeling thrilled through them. . . . 

That night, when he was alone in his room, Christopher 
thought of killing himself. 

Next day, as soon as he was up, he went to Anna. Now 
it was he whose eyes avoided hers. As soon as he met 
their gaze all that he had to say was banished from his 
mind. However, he made an effort, and began to speak 
of the cowardice of what they had done. Hardly had she 
understood than she roughly stepped his lips with her 
hand. She flung away from him with a scowl, and her 
lips pressed together, and an evil expression upon her face. 
He went on. She flung the work she was holding down 
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“ No, no. You know nothing ? Nothing 
Christopher was overwhelmed and said : 

JNO. 

Oh! the bitterness of not being able to lay bare Ms 
offence, to humble himself, since to do so ironic! be to 
break the heart of the man he had wronged ! Oh! the 
bitterness of being unable to tell the truth, when he 
could see in the eyes of the man asking Mm for it. that 
he could not, would not know the truth M . . 

“ Thanks, thank you. I thank you . . said Braun. 
He stayed with "Ms hands plucking at Christopher's 

sleeve as though there was something else he wished to 
ask, and yet dared not, avoiding his eyes. Then he let 
go, sighed" and went away. 

Christopher was appalled by this new lie. He hastened 
to Anna. Stammering in his excitement, he told her 
what had happened. Anna listened gloomily and said : 

44 Oh, well. He knows. What does it matter V' 
“ How can you talk like that f1 cried Christopher. 

44 It is horrible"! I will not have him suffer* whatever it 
may cost us, whatever it may cost.9' 

Anna grew angry. 
44 And what if he does suffer ? Don’t I have to suffer ? 

Let him suffer too f5 

They said bitter tMngs to each other. He accused her 
of loving only herself. She reproached him with thinking 
more of her husband than of herself. 

But a moment later, when he told her that he could 
not go on living like that, and that he would go and tell 
the whole story to Braun, then she cried out on him for 
Ms selfishness, declaring that she did not care a bit about 
Christopher’s conscience, but was quite determined that 
Braun should never know. 

In spite of her hard words she was thinking as much 
of Braun as of Christopher. Though she had no real 
affection for her husband she was fond of Mm^ She had a 
religious respect for social ties and the duties they in¬ 
volve. Perhaps she did not think that it was the duty 
of a wife to be kind and to love her husband: but she 
did think that she was compelled scrupulously to fulfil 
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It was enough for Anna to have staved away from 
church, two Sundays running to arouse vi^pIAoiv As a 
rule no one seemed to notice her presence at 
she lived outside the life of the place, are! : 
seemed to have forgotten her existence,—Un the 

service : 
be town 
evening 

W*" 

of the first Sundav when she had staved awav her absence 
ft %► ^ 

was known to evervbodv and docketed in their inemorv. 
On the following Sunday not one of the pious people 
following the blessed words in their Bibles or on the 
minister’s lips seemed to be distracted from their solemn 
attention: not one of them had failed to notice as they 
entered, and to verifv as thev left, the fact that Anna’s 
place was empty. Next day Anna began to receive visits 
from women she had not seen for many months: they 
came on various pretexts, some fearing that she was ill, 
others assuming a new interest in her affairs, her husband, 
her house : some of them showed a singularly intimate 
knowledge of the doings of her household : not one of them 
—(with clumsy ingenuity;—made any allusion to her 
absence from Church on two Sundays running. Anna 
said that she was unwell and declared" that she was very 
busy. Her visitors listened attentively and applauded 
her : Anna knew that they did not believe a word she said. 
Their eyes wandered round the room, prying, taking notes, 
docketing. They did not for a moment drop their cold 
affability or their noisy affected chatter: but their eyes 
revealed the indiscreet curiosity which was devouring 
them. Two or three with exaggerated indifference in¬ 
quired after M. Krafffc. 

A few days later—(during Christopher's absence).— 
the minister came himself. He was a handsome, good- 
natured creature, splendidly healthy, affable, with that 
imperturbable tranquillity which comes to a man from 
the consciousness of being in sole possession of the truth, 
the whole truth. He inquired anxiously after the health 
of the members of Ms flock, politely and absently listened 
to the excuses she gave him, which he had not asked for, 
accepted a cup of tea, made a mild joke or two, expressed 
his opinion on the subject of drink that the wine referred 
to in the Bible was not alcoholic liquor, produced several 





would be afforded an opportunity of discharging itself. 
The carnival was coming on. 

In that city, the carnival had preserved up to the 
of the events narrated in tM» history—(it lias eh; 

& & 

since then)—a character of archaic licence and roig! 
Faithfully in accordance with its origin, bv which i 
been a relaxation for the profligacy of the human 
subjugated, wilfully or involuntarily, by reason, i 
where reached such a pitch of audacity as in the p 
and countries in which custom and law, the guard!; 
reason, weighed most heavily upon the people, 
town in which Anna lived was therefore one of its 

periods 

chosen regions. The more moral stringency paralysed 
action and gagged speech, the bolder did action become 
and speech the more untrammelled during those few days 
Everything that was secreted away in the lower depth- 
of the soul, jealousy, secret hate, lewd curiosity, th 
malicious instincts inherent in the social animal, won]* 
burst forth with all the vehemence and joy of revior 
Every man had the right to go out into the street... and. 
prudently masked, to nail to the pillory, in full view 01 
the public gaze, the object of his detestation, to lay 
before ail and sundry all that he had found out by a year 
of patient industry, his whole hoard of scandalous secrets 
gathered drop by drop. One man would display them 
on the cars. Another would carry a transparent lantern 
on which were pasted in writings and drawings the secret 
history of the town. Another would go so far as b 
wear a mask in imitation of Ms enemy. made so easin 
recognisable that the very gutter-snipes would point Mu; 
out by name. Slanderous newspapers would app 
during the three days. Even the very best people wcu*u 
craftily take part in the game of Pasqwno. Xo control 
was exercised except over political allusions,—such coarse 
liberty of speech having on more than one occasion pro¬ 
duced fierce conflict-between the authorities of the town 
and the representatives of foreign countries. But there 
was nothing to protect the citizens against the citizens, 
and this cloud of public insult, constantly hanging over 
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devoted. Her gashing manner was strongly in contrast 
with Anna’s coldness. However, she was like her in manv 
things: like her she spoke little and dressed in a severe 
neat style : like her she was very pious, and went to service 
with her, scrupulously fulfilling all her religious duties 
and nicely attending to her household tasks: she was 
clean, methodical, and her morals and her kitchen were 
beyond reproach. In a word she was an exemplary 
servant and the perfect type of domestic foe. Anna's 
feminine instinct was hardly ever wrong in her divination 
of the secret thoughts of women, and she had no illusions 
about her. They detested each other, knew it, and never 
let it appear. 

On the night of Christopher’s return, when Anna, tom 
by her desire and her emotion, went to him once more 
in spite of her resolve never to see him again, she walked 
stealthily, groping along the wall in the darkness: just 
as she reached Christopher’s door, instead of the ordinary 
cold smooth polished floor, she felt a warm dust softly 
crunching under her bare feet. She stooped, touched it 
with her hands and understood : a thin layer of ashes had 
been spread for the space of a few yards across the passage. 
Without knowing it Babi had happed on the old device 
employed in the days of the old Breton songs by Frocin 
the dwarf to catch Tristan on his way to Yseult: so true 
it is that a limited number of types, good and bad, serve 
for all ages. A remarkable piece of evidence in favour 
of the wise economy of the universe!—Anna did not 
hesitate ; she did not stop or turn, but went on in a sort 
of contemptuous bravado : she went to Christopher, told 
him nothing, in spite of her uneasiness: but when she 
returned she took the stove brush and carefully effaced 
every trace of her footsteps in the ashes, after she had 
crossed over them.—When Anna and Babi met next day 

4i*‘ 

it was with the usual coldness and the accustomed 
smile. 

Babi used sometimes <to receive a visit from a relation 
who was a little older than herself: he fulfilled the func¬ 
tion of beadle of the church : during Gottesdienst (Divine 
service) he used to stand sentinel at *he church door. 
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falsehood of the excuse: she did not seem even to hear 
it: she looked at Babi’s work, made a few remarks, and 
went out again impassively. But when the door was 
closed she lost all her pride: she could not help hiding 
behind the comer of the passage and listening—'(she was 
humiliated to the very depths of her being at having 
to stoop to such means: but fear mastered her).—She 
heard a dry chuckle of laughter. Then whispering, so 
low that she could not make out what was said. But 
in her desperation Anna thought she heard : her terror 
breathed into her ears the words she was afraid of hearing : 
she imagined that they were speaking of the coming 
masquerades and a charivari. There was no doubt: they 
would try to introduce the episode of the ashes. Probably 
she was wrong : but in her state of morbid excitement, 
having for a whole fortnight been haunted by the fixed 
idea of public insult, she did not stop to consider whether 
the uncertain could be possible: she regarded it as certain. 

Prom that time on her mind was made un. 
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She wrenched the pistol out of Ms hands and said 
selfishly: 

I shall be the first/" 
They looked at each other once more, . . . Alas ! ^Ax 

the verv moment when they were to die for each other 
they felt so far apart! . . . "Each was thinking in terror 

Vfc What am i doing ! What am I doing V* 
And each was reading the other's eyes, ihe absurdity 

of the thing was what stmek Christopher most. ^ All his 
life gone for nothing : Tain Ms struggles i vain ins spher¬ 
ing ; vain Ms hopes : all botched, flung to the winds i 
one foolish act was to wipe all away. ... In Ms normal 
state he would have wrenched the revolver away from 
Anna and flung it out of the window and cried : 

44 Xo, no ! I will not/5 

But eight months of sufiexing. of doubt and torturing 
grief, and on top of that the whirlwind of their crazy pas¬ 
sion, had wasted Ms strength and broken Ms will: he felt 
that he could do nothing now, that he was no longer master 
of himself. ... Ah ! what did it matter, alter all ! 

Anna, feeling certain that she was doomed to everlasting 
death, stretched every nerve to catch and hold the last 
minute of her life : Christopher's sorrowful face lit by the 
flickering candle, the shadows on tne wall, a footstep in 
the street, the cold contact of the steel in her hand. « « * 
She clung to these sensations, as a shipwrecked man ciings 
to the spar that sinks beneath Ms weight. Afterwards 
Ml was terror. Why not prolong the time of waiting ? 
But she said to herself : 

“ I must. .. 
She said good-bye to Christopher, with no tenderness, 

with the haste of a hurried traveler fearful of losing the 
train: she bared her bosom, felt for her heart and laid 
the mouth of the revolver against it, Christopher Md 
Ms face. Just as she was about to fire she laid her left 
hand on Christopher’s. It was the gesture of a chiin 
dreading to walk in the^d&rkness. 

Then a few frightful seconds passed.. . . Anna did not 
fire. Christopher wanted to raise Ms head, to take her in 
Ms arms: and he was afraid that Ms very movement might 
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bring her to the poin Lt of firing. H© heard nothing more 
he lost consciousness 
heart. He got up. 
in terror. The revc 

5.. .. A groan from Anna pierced his 
He saw Anna with her face distorted 

fiver had fallen down on to the bed 
She kept on saying plaintively : 

u Christopher ! . . . It has missed fire ! ... 99 
He took the pisto 1: it had lain long forgotten and had 

the trigger was in working order. 
;es had gone bad with exposure to the 
her hand for the revolver. 

“ Enough ! Enox 
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loaded the pistol, t 
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ible, horrible !” she cried. “ He will 
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She writhed and 

He tried to touch 
Finally she had a 
with her until mon 
she lay still and bre 

nervous attack. Christopher stayed 
ling. At last she was pacified : but 
athless, with her eyes closed and the 

livid skin stretched tight over the bones of her forehead 
and cheeks ; she loo] ked like one dead. 

*ed the disorder of her bed, picked up 
the revolver, fastene d on the lock he had wrenched away, 
tidied up the whole 
seven o’clock and Bi 

When Braun retu med next morning he found Anna in 

extraordinary had h appened : but he could glean nothing 
>r from Christopher., All day long 

Anna did not stir : she did not open her eyes : her pulse 
was so weak that he j could hardly feel it: every now and 

in a state of agony, thinking that her heart had stopped. 
him doubt his own knowledge: he 

__1 .1 __J £___j. 
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ran and fetched a colleague. The two men examines 
Anna and could not make up their mind? whether It wm 
the beginning of a fever, or a ease of nervous hysteria i 
they bad to keep the patient under observation, * Braun 
never left Anna's bedside. He refused to eat. Towards 
evening Anna's pulse gave no signs of fever, but wm 
extremely weak. Braun tried to force a few spoonfuls of 
milk between her lips: she brought it back at once. Her 
body lay limp in, her husband's arms like a broken doll. 
Braun spent the night with her. getting up every moment 
to listen to her breathing. Baht who was hardly at all 
put out by Anna's illness, played the devoted servant anj 
refused to go to bed and sat up with Braun. 

On the Friday Anna opened her eyes. Braun spoke to 
her : she took no notice of him. She lay quite still with 
her eyes staring at a mark on the wall. About midday 
Braun saw great tears trickling down her thin cheeks : lie 
dried them gently : one by one the tears went on trickling 
down. Once more Braun tried to make her take some 
food. She took it passively. In the evening she began 
to talk : loose snatches of sentences. She talked about 
the Rhine : she had tried to drown herself, but i here was 
not enough water. In her dreams she persisted in at¬ 
tempting suicide, imagining all sorts of strange forms of 
dc ath; always death was at the back of her thoughts 
Sometimes she was arguing with someone, and then her 
face would take on an expression of fear and anger; she ad¬ 
dressed herself to God, and tried obstinately to prove that 
it was all His fault. Or the flame of desire would kindle 
in her eyes, and she would say shameless things which it 
seemed impossible that she should know. Once she saw 
Babi, and gave precise orders for the morrow's washing. 
At night she dozed. Suddenly she got up : Braun ran to 
her. She looked at him strangely, and babbled impatient 
formless words. He asked her : 

“ My dear Anna, what do you want V* 
She said harshly : • * 
44 Go and bring Mm.” 
44 Who ?” he asked. 
She looked at him once more with the same expression 
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Saturday morning, when he was trying to divert Anna'? 
mind from her fixed idea of going out. he had vVd her if 
she would like to see Christopher. She had looked at him 
with such an expression of fear and loathing tin* he could 
not but remark it: and he never pronounced Christopher's 
name again. 

Christopher had shut himself up in his room. Anxietv" 
love, remorse, a very chaos of sorrow was whirling in him' 
He blamed himself for eveiytmng. He was overwhelm--;i 
by self-disgust. More than on- e he had got up to go and 
confess the whole story to Braun—ami each time he had 
immediately been arrested by the thmight of bringing 
wretchedness to yet another human being by his self- 
accusation. At the same time he was spared nothing of 
his passion. He prowled about m the passage outside 
Anna’s room ; and when he heard footsteps inside coming 
to the door he rushed away to his own room. 

When Braun and Anna went cut in the afternoon, he 
looked out for them from behind his window-curtains 
He saw Anna. She who had been so erect and prone 
walked now with bowed back. lowered head, yellow com¬ 
plexion : she was an old woman bending under the weight 
of the cloak and shawl her husband had thrown about 
her : she was ugly. But Christopher did not see her ugli¬ 
ness : he saw only her misery: and his heart ached with 
pity and love. He longed to run to her, to prostrate him 
self in the mud, to kiss her feet: her dear body so broket 
and destroyed by passion, and to implore her forgiveness. 
And he thought as he looked after her : 

“ Mv work. - . • That is what I have done f ’ 
But when he looked into the mirror and saw his own 

face, he was shown the same devastation in his eyes, in 
all his features : he saw the marks of death upon himself, 
as upon her, and he thought: 

“ My work 1 No. It is the work of the cruel Master 
who"drives us mad and destroys us.” 

The house was empty. Babi had gone out to tell the 
neighbours of the day’s events. Time was passing. The 
clock struck five. Christopher was filled with terror as 
he thought of Anna’s return and the coming of the night. 

m 
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Anna Anna. iveci 
through the last few months with her. day by day : he did 
not see her as she was, but enveloped her with a passionate 
atmosphere of illusion. From the very beginning he had 
created her in the image of Ms own desire, and given her 
a moral grandeur, a tragic consciousness which he needed 
to heighten his love for her. These lies of passion gained 
in intensity of conviction now that they were beyond the 
control of ^Anna’s presence. He saw in her a healthy free 
nature, oppressed, struggling to shake off its fetters, 
reaching upwards to a wider Mfe of liberty in the open air 
of the soul, and then, fearful of it, straggling against her 
dreams, wrestling with them, because they could not be 
brought into line with her destiny, and made .it only the 
more sorrowful and wretched. She cried to hircm “* Help 
me.” He saw once more her beautiful body, clasped it 
to him. His memories tortured Mm: he took a savage 
delight in mortifying the wounds they dealt him. As the 
dav crept on, the feeling of all that he had lost became so 
frightful that he could not breathe. 

Without knowing what he was doing, he got up, went 
out, paid his bill, and took the first train back^to the town 
in wMch Anna, lived. He arrived in the middle of the 
night: he went straight to the house. There was a wall 
between the alley and the garden next to Braun's. €hm- 

* 
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away in the folds of a high humpy plateau. It was pro¬ 
tected from the north winds by crags and boulders. In 
front of it lay a wide stretch of fields, and long wooded 
slopes : the rock suddenly came to an end in a sheer preci¬ 
pice : twisted pines hung on the edge ol it; behind* were 
wide-spreading beeches. The sky was blotted out„ There 
was no sign of life. A wide stretch of country with all its 
lines erased. The whole place lay sleeping under the 
snow. Only at night in the forest foxes barked. It wm 
the end of the winter. Slow dragging winter. Inter¬ 
minable winter. When it seemed Ike to break up, snow 
would fall once more, and it would begin again. 

However, for a week now the old slumbering earth had 
felt its heart slow beating to new birth. The first decep¬ 
tive breath of spring crept into the air and beneath the 
frozen crust. From the branches of the beech-trees, 
stretched out like soaring wings, the snow melted. Al¬ 
ready through the white cloak of the fields there peered a 
few thin blades of grass of tender green: around their 
sharp needles, through the gaps in the snow, like so many 
little months, the dank black earth was breathing. For a 
few hours every day the voice of the waters, sleeping be¬ 
neath their robe of ice, murmured. In the skeleton woods 
a few birds piped their shrill clear song. 

Christopher noticed nothing. All things were the same 
to him. He paced up and down, up and down his room. 
Or he would walk outside. He could not keep still. His 
soul was tom in pieces by inward demons. They fell upon 
and rent each other. His suppressed passion never left 
off beating furiously against the walls of the house of its 
captivity. His disgust with passion was no less furiously 
in revolt: passion and disgust flew at each other's throats, 
and, in their conflict, they lacerated his heart. And at 
the same time he was delivered up to the memory of 
Olivier, despair at Ms death, the hunger to create which 
nothing could satisfy, and pride rearing on the edge of the 
abyss of nothingness.* *He was a^ prey to all devils. He 
had no moment of respite. Or, if there came a seeming 
calm, if the rushing waves did fall ha:k for a moment, it 
was only that he might find himself alone, and nothing 
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storm had passed, when once more he turned to the foun¬ 
tain to drink, lie could find no trace of it. All wm barren 
Xot a trickle of water, liis soul was dried up. In vain 
did lie try to die: clown into the sand, and forre the water 
up from the subterranean wells, and create at &J costs : 

machine of his mind refused to obey. He could not 
o o f y l-s ■ 
.A C3w* fyvJ am A. <ft 4* jt-i invoke the aid o 
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unwavering hand leads us by the hand through tin dan¬ 
gerous chasm until the light of day and the joy cl life return, 
Christopher was helpless: and Lis hand could tired no 
guiding hand in the darkness. He could not find Ms way 
back to the light of day. 

It was the supreme test. Then he felt that Le was on 
the verge of madness. Sometimes he would wage an 
absurd and craay battle with Ms own brain, maniacal ob¬ 
sessions, a nightmare of numbers : he would count the 
boards on the floor, the trees in the forest: figures and 
chords, the choice of which was beyond his reason. Some¬ 
times he would lie in a state of prostration, like one dead. 

Nobody worried about Mm. He lived apart in one 
whig of the house. He tidied Ms own room—or left it 
undone, every day. His meals were laid for Mm down¬ 
stairs : he never saw a human face. His host, an old 
peasant, a taciturn, selfish creature, took no interest m 
Mm. Whether Christopher ate or did not eat was Ms 

,£?air. He hardly ever noticed whether Christopher came 
_ _ „ . . i m T • "I . . _ j 

ai 
in at night. Once was ost in the forest, buried up to 
Ms Mps in the snow: he was very near never returning 
He tried to wear himself out to keep himself from t Making 
He could not succeed. Only now and then could b 
snatch a few hours of troubled, sleep. 

Only one living creature seemed to take any notice © 
his existence : tMs was an old St. Bernard, who used to 
come and lay Ms big htad with its mournful eyes on Chris¬ 
topher’s knees when Christopher was sitting on the seat 
in front of the house. They would look long at each 
other. Christopher would not drive him away. Unlike 
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But when unhappiness had dragged Mm dawn, him, 
too, to the level of the vanquished, he had to think of 
these things. Only a little while ago he had blamed 
Olivier for plunging into futile remorse and vain com¬ 
passion for all tne wretchedness that men suffer and 
inflict. Now he went even farther: with all the vehe¬ 
mence of his mighty nature he probed to the depths of the 
tragedy of the universe : he suffered all the six ferings of 
the world, and was left raw and bleeding. He lould 
not think of the animals without shuddering in anguish. 
He looked into the eves of the beasts and saw there a 
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struggle ! . . . Oh! the peace of Nature, 
that covers the sorrowful and cruel face 

Christopher was going down and down But he was not 
the kind of man to let himself drown without a struggle, 
with Ms arms held close to Ms sides. In Tain did lie 
wish to die : he did everything in Ms power to remain 
alive. He was one of those men of whom Mozart said ; 
44 They must act until at last they hare no means cf action." 
He felt that he was sinking, and in Ms fail he cast about, 
striking out with Ms arms to right and left, for some 
support to which to cling. It seemed to Mm that lie 
had found it. He had just remembered Olivier's little 
boy. At once he turned on him all Ms desire for life ; 
he clung to Mm desperately. Yes ; he must go and find 
him, claim Mm, bring Mm up. love Mm. take the place 
of his father, bring Olivier to life again X-jOL A*.. ^ ^ 
had he not thought of it in the selfishness of his sorrow 1 
He wrote to Cecile, who had charge lcc»r|r e1 

waited feverishly for her reply* His whole being was 
bent upon the one thought. He forced himself to be 
calm: he still had reason for hope. # He was quite con¬ 
fident about it: he knew how kind Cecile was. 

Her answer came. Cecile said that three months after 
Olivier’s death, a lady in black had come to her house and 
said: 

64 Give me back my child I” 
It was Jacqueline, who had deserted her child anti 

Olivier,—Jacqueline, but so changed that she had hardly 
recognised her. Her mad love affair had not lasted. 
She had wearied of her lover more quickly than her lover 
had done of her. She had come back broken, disgusted, 
aged. The too flagrant scandal of her adventure had 
closed many doors to her. The least scrupulous had 
not been the least severe. Even her mother had been 
so offensive and so contemptuous that Jacqueline had 
found it impossible jfo, stay with her. She had seen 
through and through the world's hypocrisy. Olivier s 
death had been the last blow. She seemed so utterly 
sorrowful that Cecile had not* thought it right to refuse 
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of eclipse of their lives I Though the body of the son 
was near breaking-point, the strength of the father and 
the grandfather held Mm up: the energy and impetus 
of Ms robust ancestors sustained his broken soul* like m 
dead knight being carried along by Ms horse, 

. Along a precipitous road he went with a ravine oil 
either hand: he went down the narrow path, thick with 
sharp stones, among which coiled the gnarled roots of 
the little stunted oaks : he did not know where he was 
going, and yet he was more sure-footed than if he had 
been moving under the lucid direction of his will. He 
had not slept, he had hardly eaten anything for several 
days. He saw a mist in front of his eves. He walked 

<>*> D& 

down towards the valley.—It was Easier-week. A cloudy 
day. The last assault of winter had been overcome. 
The warmth of spring was brooding. From the villages 
far down the sound of bells came up : first from a village 
nestling in a hollow at the foot of the mountain, with its 
dappled thatched roofs, dark and light in patches* 
covered with thick, velvety moss. Then from another, 
out of sight, on the other slope of the hill. Then, others 
down on the plain beyond the river. And the distant 
hum of a town seen hazily in the mist. Christopher 
stopped. His heart almost stopped beating. Their voices 
seemed to be saying: 

“ Come with us. Here is peace. Here sorrow is dead. 
Bead, and thought is dead too. We croon so sweetly 
to the soul that it sleeps in our arms. Come, and rest, 
and thou shalt not wake again.” 

He felt so worn out! He was so fain to sleep ! But 
he shook Ms head and said : 

“ It is not peace that I seek, but life.” 
He went on Ms way. He walked for miles without 

noticing it. In Ms state of weakness and hallucination 
the simplest sensations came to him with unexpected 
resonance. Over eajftii and air Ms mind cast fantastic 
lights. A shadow, with notMng to cause it that h© 
could see, going before Mm on the wMte and sunless 
road, made him tremble. 





He went up to the seat, and looked pitifully at the pale 
face of the madman, with Ms heavy eyelids drooping 
over Ms eyes : one of them seemed to be almost shut: 
The madman seemed to be unaware of Christopher’s 
presence. Christopher spoke to him by name and took 
Ms hand—a soft, clammy hand, which lay limp in Ms 
like a dead thing: he had not the courage to keep it in 
Ms : the man raised Ms glazing eyes to Christopher for 
a moment, then went on staring straight in front of Mm 
with his besotted smile. Christopher asked : 

4 What are you looking at ?,a 
The man said, without moving. In a wMsper: 
<e I am waiting.” 
44 What for 1” 
“ The Resurrection.” 
Christopher started back. He walked hurriedly away 

The word had burnt into Ms very soul. 
He plunged into the forest, and climbed up the hillside 

in the direction of Ms own house. In Ms confusion lu 
missed his way, and found himself in the middle of an 
immense pine-wood. Darkness and silence. A few 
patches of sunlight of a pale, ruddy gold, come it was 
impossible to tell whence, fel aslant the dense shadows. 
Christopher was hypnotised by these patches of light. 
Round Mm everytMng seemed to be in darkness. He 
walked along over the carpet of pine-needles, tripping 
over the roots which stood out like swollen veins. At 
the foot of the trees were neither plants nor moss. In 
the branches was never the song of a bird. The lower 
branches were dead. All the Me of the place had fled 
upwards to meet the sun. Soon even the Me overhead 
would be gone. Christopher passed into a part of the 
wood wMch was visited by some mysterious pestilence. 
A kind of long, delicate lichen, like spiders’ webs, had 
fastened upon the branches of the red pines, and wrapped 
them about with its meshes, binding them from hand to 
- . . - , <* H 1 1 _• <• ..  1 _ J* 
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hurricane now,—the foehn o! the spring, with its burning 
breath warming the still sleeping, chilly earth, the foehn 
which melts the ice and gathers fruitful rains. It 
rambled like thunder in the forests on the other side of 
the ravine. It came nearer, swelled, charged up the 
slopes : the whole mountain roared. In the stable a . 
horse neighed and the cows lowed. Christopher $ hair 
stood on end, he sat up in bed and listened. The squall 
came up screaming, set the shutters banging, the weather¬ 
cocks squeaking, made the slates of the roof go crashing 
down, and the whole house shake. A flower-pot fell and wm 
smashed. Christopher's window was insecurely fastened, 
and was burst open with a bang, and the warm wind rushed 
in. Christopher received its blast full in Ms face and on 
his naked chest. He jumped out of bed gaping, gasping, 
choking. It this as though the living God were rushing into 
his empty soul. The Resurrection ! . . . The air poured 
down his throat, the flood of new life swelled through him 
and penetrated to his very marrow. He felt like to 
burst, he wanted to shout, to shout for joy and sorrow : 
and there would only come inarticulate sounds from Ms 
mouth. He reeled, he beat on the walls with his arms, 
while all around him were sheets of paper flying on the 
wind. He fell down in the middle of the room and cried; 

“ O Thou, Thou I Thou art come back to me at last!” 

“ Thou art come back to me, Thou art come back to 
me S 0 Thou, whom I had lost! . . . Why didst Thou 
abandon me f ” 

“ To fulfil My task, that thou didst abandon.” 
“ What task ?” 
“ Mv fight.” 
“ What need hast Thou to fight! Art Thou not 

master of all ?” 
“ I am not the master.” 
“ Art Thou not All that Is ?” 
«1 am not aH that 4s* I am Life fighting Nothingness. 

I am not Nothingness, I am the Fire which bums in the 
Mght. I am not the Night. I am the eternal light; 
I am not an eternal destiny waring above the fight. I 
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am free Will wMcli struggles eternally. Struggle and 
bum with Me.” 

“ I am conquered. I am good for nothing.” 
“ Thou art conquered ? All seems lost to thee ? 

Others will be conquerors. Think not of thyself, think 
,of My army.” 

44 I am alone. I have none but myself. I belong to 
no army.” 

46 Thou art not alone, and thou dost not belong to 
thyself. Thou art one of My voices, thou art one of 
My arms. Speak and strike for Me. But if the arm be 
broken, or the voice be weary, then still I hold My ground: 
I fight with other voices, other arms than thine. Though 
thou art conquered, yet art thou of the army which is 
never vanquished. Remember that and thou wilt fight 
even unto death.” 

44 Lord, I have suffered much !” 
44 Thrakest thou that I do not suffer also ? For ages 

death has hunted Me and nothingness has lain in wait 
for Me. It is only by victory in the fight that I can 
make My way. The river of life is red with My blood.” 

<c Fighting, always fighting ?” 
“We must always fight. God is a fighter, even He 

Himself. God is a conqueror. He is a devouring lion. 
Nothingness hems Him in and He hurls it down. And 
the rhythm of the fight is the supreme harmony. Such 
harmony is not for thy mortal ears. It is enough for 
thee to know that it exists. Do thy duty in peace and 
leave the rest to the Gods.” 

“ I have no strength left.” 
44 Sing for those who are strong.” 
« My voice is gone.” 

Pray. 
44 My heart is foul.” 
44 Pluck it out. Take Mine.” 
44 Lord, it is easy to forget myself, to cast away my 

dead soul. But how can I cast out the dead ? how can 
I forget those whom I have loved ?” 

44 Abandon the dead with thy dead soul. Thou wilt 
find them alive with My living soul,” 
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« Thou hast left me once : wilt Thou leave me again ! 
“ I shall leave thee again. Never doubt 

for thee never to leave Me more/’ 
64 But if the flame of my life dies down f® 
“ Then do thou kindle others.” 
“ And if death is in me 
“Life is otherwhere. ij gates to Me, 

Thou insensate man, to shut thyself up in thy ruined 
house ! Quit thyself. There are other mansions ” 

“ 0 Life, Q life ! 1 see ... I sought thee in myself, 
in my own empty shut-in soul. My soul is broken : the 
sweet air pours in through the windows of my wounds 
I breathe again. 1 have found Thee once more, 0 
Life 1 . . ” 

“ I have found thee again. . . . Hold thy 
listen.” 

And Ike the murmuring of a spring, Christopher heard 
the song of life bubbling up in him. Leaning out of Ms 
window, he saw the forest, which yesterday had been 
dead, seething with life under the sun and the wind, 
heaving like the Ocean. Along the stems of the trees, 
like thrills of joy, the waves of the wind passed: and 
the yielding branches held their arms in ecstasy up to 
the brilliant sky. And the torrent rang out merrily as 
a bel. The countryside had risen from the grave in 
which yesterday it had been entombed : life had entered 
it at the time when love passed into Christopher's heart. 
Oh! the miracle of the soul touched by grace, awaking to 
new life I Then everything comes to life again all 
round it. The heart begins to beat once more. The 
eye of the spirit is opened. The dried-up fountains 
begin once more to flow. 

And Christopher returned to the Divine conflict. . . . 
How his own fight, how all the conflicts of men were lost 
in that gigantic battle, wherein the suns rain down like 
flakes of snow tossing xm the wind I . . » He had laid 
bare Ms soul. And, just as in those dreams in which 
one hovers in space, he felt that he was soaring above 
himself, he saw Mmself from above, in the general plan 
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of the world; and the meaning of Ms efforts, the price 
of Ms suffering, were revealed to Mm at a glance. His 
straggles were a part of the great fight of the worlds. 
His overthrow was a momentary episode, immediately 
repaired. Just as he fought for all, so all fought for 
Mm. They shared his trials, he shared their glory. 

“ Companions, enemies, walk over me, crush me, let 
me feel the cannons wMch shall win victory pass over 
my body! I do not think of the iron wMch cuts deep 
into my flesh, I do not think of the foot that tramples 
down my head, I think of my Avenger, the Master, the 
Leader of the countless army. My blood shall cement 
the victory of the future. . . 

God was not to Mm the impassive Creator, a Nero 
from Ms tower of brass watching the burning of the City 
to wMch he Mmself has set fire. God was fighting. 
God was suffering. Fighting and suffering with all who 
fight and for all who suffer. For God was Life, the drop 
of light fallen into the darkness, spreading out, reaching 
out, drinking up the night. But the night is limitless, 
and the Divine struggle will never cease : and none can 
know how it will end. It was a heroic symphony wherein 
the very discords clashed together and mingled and grew 
into a serene whole ! Just as the beech-forest in silence 
furiously wages war, so Life carries war into the eternal 
peace. 

The wars and the peace rang echoing through Chris¬ 
topher. He was like a shell wherein the ocean roars. 
Epic shouts passed, and trumpet calls, and tempestuous 
sounds borne upon sovereign rhythms. For in that 
sonorous soul everything took shape in sound. It sang 
of light. It sang of darkness, sang of life and death. It 
sang for those who were victorious in battle. It sang 
for Mmself who was conquered and laid low. It sang. 
All was song. It was nothing but song. 

It was so drunk with it that it*c»uld not hear its own 
song, like the spring rains, the torrents of music dis¬ 
appeared into the earth that was cracked by the winter. 
Shame, grief, bitterness now revealed their mysterious 
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mission: they had decomposed the earth and they had 
fertilised it. The share of sorrow, breaking the Wart, 
had opened up new sources of life. The waste laud had 
once more burst into flower. But they were not the old 
spring flowers. A new soul had been bom. 

Every moment it was springing into birth. For it 
was not yet shaped and hardened, like the souls that 
have come to the end of their belief, the souk which are 
at the point of death. It was not the finished statue. 
It was molten metal. Every second made a new universe 
of it. Christopher had no thought of setting bounds 
upon himself. He gave himself up to the joy of a man 
leaving behind him the burden of his past and setting 
out on a long voyage, with youth in his blood, freedom 
in his heart, to breathe the sea air, and think that the 
voyage will never come to an end. Now that he was 
caught up again by the creative force which flows 
through the world, he was amazed to the point of ecstasy 
at the world’s wealth. He loved, he was. Ms neighbour 
as Mmself. And all things were neighbours ^ to Mm, 
from the grass beneath Ms feet to the man whose hand he 
clasped. A fine tree, the shadow of a cloud on the moun¬ 
tain, the breath of the fields borne upward on the 
wind, and, at night, the hive of heaven buzzing with the 
swarming suns . . . his blood raced through him ... he 
had no desire to speak or to think, he desired only to 
laugh and to cry, and to melt away into the living marvel 
of it all. Write ? Why should he write ? Can a man 
write the inexpressible ?... But whether it were possible 
or no, he had to write. It was Ms law. Ideas would 
come to Mm in flashes, wherever he might be, most often 
when he was out walking. He could not wait. Then 
he would write with anything, on anything came 
to hand: and very often he could not have told the 
meaning of the phrases wMch came nxsMng forth Iron! 
him with irresistible impetuosity : and, as he wrote, more 
ideas would come, nitre and more: and he would write 
and write, on Ms shirt cuffs, in the lining of Ms hat. 
Quickly though he wrote, yet his thoughts would leap 
ahead, and he had to use a sort of shorthand* 
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flabby and depraved immorality of the age: in truth, lie 
still thought that its impure and unwholesome art was the 
lowest rang of art, because it is a disease, a fungus growing 
on a rotting trank: but if art for pleasure's sake is the 
prostration of art, Christopher by no means opposed to 
it the short-sighted utilitarianism of art for morality's 
sake, that winged Pegasus harnessed to the plough. The 
highest art, the only art which is worthy of the name, is 
above all temporary laws : it is a comet sweeping through 
the infinite. It may be that its force is useful, it may 
be that it is apparently useless and dangerous in the 
existing order of the workaday world: but it is force, 
it is movement and fire : it is the lightning darted from 
heaven: and, for that very reason, it is sac-red, for that 
very reason it is beneficent. The good it does may be 
of the practical order: but its real its Divine benefits 
are, like faith, of the supernatural order. It is like the 
sun whence it is sprung. The sun is neither moral nor 
immoral. It is that which Is. It lightens the darkm 
of space. And so does art. 

And Christopher, being delivered up to art, was 
amazed to find unknown and unsuspected powers teeming 
in himself: powers quite apart from Ms passions, his 
sorrows, Ms conscious soul, a stranger soul, indifferent 
to all Ms loves and sufferings, to all Ms life, a joyous, 
fantastic, wild, incomprehensible soul. It rode him and 
dug its spurs into his sides. And, in the rare moments 
when he could stop to take breath, he wondered as he 
read over what he had written : 

u How could such things have come out of me T . 
He was a prey to that delirium of the nurd wkieh^ is 

known to every man of genius, that will which is in¬ 
dependent of the will, 44 the ineffable enigma of the world 
and life” wMch Goethe calls ^ the demoniac” against 
wMch he was always armed, though it always overcame 
Mm. 

And Christopher wrote and wrote. For days and 
weeks. There are times when the mind, being impreg¬ 
nated, can feed upon itself and go on producing almost 





He was accompanied by a well-known painter, who was 
avowedly a whole-hearted admirer of Christopher's. 
They told Mm of the very considerable success of Ms 
work, which was being played all over Europe. Chris¬ 
topher showed very little interest in the news; the past w 
was dead to him, and Ms old compositions did not count/ 
At his visitors5 request he showed them the music he 
had written recently. The critic could make nothing of 
it. He thought Christopher had gone mad. 

44 No melody, no measure, no thematic workmaxisMp : 
a sort of liquid core, molten matter which had not hard¬ 
ened, taking any shape, but possessing non© of its own; 
it is like notMng on earth : a glimmering of light in chaos.55 

Christopher smiled : 
44 It is quite like that.” he said. 44 The eves of chaos 

shining through the veil of order. . . 
But the critic did not understand Novaks' words : 
(C4 He is cleaned out,” he thought.) 
Christopher did not try to make him understand. 
When Ms visitors were ready to go he walked with 

them a little, so as to do the honours of Ms mountain. 
But he did not go far. Looking down at a field^ the 
musical critic called to mind the scenery of a Parisian 
theatre: and the painter criticised the colours, merci¬ 
lessly remarking on the awkwardness of their combina¬ 
tion, and declaring that to Mm they had a Swiss flavour, 
sour, like rhubarb, musty and dull a la Hodler ; further, 
he displayed an indifference to Nature wMch was not 
altogether affectation. He pretended to ignore Nature. 

44 Nature ! What on earth is Nature t I don’t know, 
light, colour, very well I But I don’t care a hang for 
Nature!” 

Christopher shook hands with them and let them go. 
That sort of thing had no effect on Mm now. They were 
on the other side of the ravine. That was well. He said 
to nobody in particular ; 
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Life passes. Body and son! flow onward ike a stream. 
The years are written in the fiesli of the ageing tree. 
The whole visible world of form is for ever wearing out 
and springing to new- life. Thou only dost not pass, 
immortal music. Thou art the inward sea. Thou an 
the profound depths of the soul In thy clear eyes the 
scowling face of life is not mirrored. Far, far from thee, 
like the herded clouds, files the procession of days, 
burning, icy, feverish, driven by uneasiness, huddling, 
moving on, on, never for one moment to endure. Thou 
only dost not pass. Thou art, beyond the world. Thou 
art a whole world to thyself. Thou hast thy sun, thy 
laws, thy ebb and flow. Thou hast the peace of the 
stars in the great spaces of the field of night, marking 
their luminous track—ploughs of silver guided bv the 
sure hand of the invisible ox-herd. 

Music, serene music, how sweet is thy moony light to 
eves wearied of the harsh brilliance of this world's sun 2 
The soul that has lived and turned away from the 
common horse-pond, where, as they drink, men stir up 
the mud with their feet, nestles to thv bosom, and from 
thv breasts is suckled with the clear running water of 
dreams. Music, thou virgin mother, who in thy im¬ 
maculate womb bearest the fruit of all passions, who in 
the lake of thv eves, whereof the colour is as the colour 
of rushes, or as the'*pale green glacier water, enfoldest 
good and evil, tho e art beyond evil, tbou art beyond 
good; he that taketh refuge with thee is raised above 
the passing of time ; the succession of davs will be but 
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one day ; and death that devours everything on such an 
one will never close its jaws. 

Music, thou who hast rocked my sorrow-laden soul; 
music, thou who hast made me firm in strength, calm 
and joyous,—my love and my treasure,—I kiss thy pure 

'lips, I hide my face in thy honey-sweet hair. I lay my 
burning eyelids upon the cool palms of thy hands. No 
word we speak, our eyes are closed, and I see the in¬ 
effable light of thine eyes, and I drink the smile of thy 
silent lips: and, pressed close to thy heart, I listen to 
the throb of eternal life. 



jistopher loses count oi the Meeting Years. Drop 
drop life ebbs away. But Ms Me is elsewhere. It 
no history. His history lies wholly in Ms ert&tive 

‘k. The unceasing buzzing song of music fills Ms 
I, and makes him insensible to the outward tumult. 
!hristopher has conquered. His name has been 
?ed upon the world. He is ageing. His hair is 
ite. That is nothing to him, Ms heart is ever young : 
has surrendered none of Ms force, none of his faith. 
3e more he is calm, but not as he fas before he passed 
the Burning Bush. In the depths of Mb soul there 
still the quivering of the storm, the memory of Ms 
npse into the abyss of the raging seas. He knows 
,i no man may boast of being master of Mmself 
hout the permission of the God of battle. In Ms 
1 there are two souls. One is a Mgh plateau swept 
winds and shrouded with clouds. The other, Mgher 
1, is & snowy peak bathed in light. There it m im- 
jsible to dwell; nut, when he Is frozen by the mists 
the lower ground, well he knows the path that leads 
the sun. In his misty soul Christopher is not alone, 
ar Mm he ever feels the presence of an in viable friend, 
i sturdy Saint Cecilia, listening with wide, calm ©ye^ 
the heavens 
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man. Forty years ago Europe was led astray Into the 
night, and the terrors of the night. The mn wm hidden 
beneath the conqueror’s helmet. If the vanquished are 
too weak to raise the extinguisher, and can claim cnJv 
pity mingled with contempt, what shall be given, to the 
victor who has done this thing ? 

A little while ago, day began to peep : little shafts of 
light shimmered through the cracks. Being one cf the 
first to see the rising of the sun, Christopher had come 
out of the shadow of the helmet; gladly he returned to 
the country in which he had been a sojourner perforce, 
10 Switzerland. like so many of the spirits of that time, 
spirits thirsting for liberty, choking in the narrowing 
circle of the hostile nations, he sought a comer of the 
earth in which he could stand above Europe and breathe 
freely. Formerly, in the days of Goethe, the Rome of 
the free Popes was the island upon which all the winged 
thought of divers nations came to rest, like birds taking 
shelter from the storm. Now what refuge is there 1 
The island has been covered by the sea. Rome is no 
more. The birds have fled from the Seven Hills.—The 
Alps only are left for them. There, amid the rapacity 
of Europe, stands (for how long ?) the little island of 
twenty-four cantons. In truth it has not the poetic 
radiance and glamour of the Eternal City: history has 
not filled its air with the breath of gods and heroes : 
but a mighty music rises from the naked Earth ; there 
is an herioc rhythm in the lines of the mountains, and 
here, more than anywhere else, a man can feel himself 
in contact with elemental forces. Christopher did not 
go there in search of romantic pleasure. A field, a few 
trees, a stream, the wide sky, were enough to make him 
feel alive. The calm aspect of his native country was 
sweeter and more companionable to him than the 
gigantic grandeur of the Alps. But he could not forget 
that it was here that he had renewed his strength : here 
God had appeared tq him in the Burning Bush ; and he 
never returned thither without a thrill of gratitude and 
faith. He was not the only one. How many of the 
combatants of life, ground beneath life’s heel, have on 
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thing smacking of the earth, is the work of self-taught 
men not cut off from the people by an archaic culture, 
but, with them, reading in the same book of life. 

Christopher was in sympathy with these men who 
strive less to seem than to be, and, under the recent 
veneer of an ultra-modem industrialism, keep dearly 
marked the most reposeful features of the old Europe 
of peasants and townsmen. Among them he had found 
a few good friends, crave, serious, and faithful, who 
hold isolated and immured in them regrets_ tor the 
past; they were looking on at the gradual disappearance 
of the old Switzerland with a sort of religious fatalism 
and Calvinistic pessimism ; great grey souls. Christopher 
seldom saw them. His old wounds were apparently 
healed : but they had been too deep wholly to be cured. 
He was fearful of forming new ties with men. It was 
something for this reason that he liked to dwell in a 
country where it was easy to live apart, a stranger 
amid a throng of strangers. For the rest he rarely 
stayed long in any one place ; often he changed bis 
lair : he was like an old migratory bird which needs 
space, and has its country in the air. •«• u 21 tin Reich 
ist in der LufiR 

An evening in summer. 
He was walking in the mountains above a village. 

He was striding along with Ms hat in Ms hand, up a 
winding road. He came to a neck where the road took 
a double turn, and passed into shadow between two 
slopes; on either side were nut-trees and pines. It was 
like a little shut-in world. On either hand the road 
seemed to come to an end, cut off at the edge of the 
void. Beyond were blue distance and the gleaming 
air. The peace of evening came down like a gentle rain. 

They came together each at the same moment turning 
‘ the bend at either end of the neck. She was dressed in 
black, and stood out| against the clear sky . behind her 
were two children, a boy and a girl, between six and 
eight, who were playing and picking flowers. They 
recognised each other at a distance of a few yards. 
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Their emotion was visible in their eyes; but neither 
brought it into words; each gave only an imperceptible 
movement. He was deeply moved: she . . . her lips 
trembled a little. They stopped. Almost in a whisper : 

44 Grazia !” 
44 You here !” 
They held out their hands and stood without a word. 

Grazia was the first to make an effort to break the 
silence. She told him where she lived, and asked him 
where he was staying. Question and answer were 
mechanical, and they hardly listened, heard later, 
when their hands had parted : they were absorbed in 
gazing at each other. The children came back to her. 
She introduced them. He felt hostile towards them, 
and looked at them with no kindness, and said nothing : 
he was engrossed with her, occupied only in studying 
her beautiful face that bore some marks of suffering 
and age. She was embarrassed by Ms gaze, and said : 

£4 Will you come, tMs evening ?” 
And she gave the name of her hotel. 
He asked her where her husband was. She pointed 

to her black dress. He was too much moved to say 
more, and left her awkwardly. But when he had taken 
a few strides he came back to the cMldren, who were 
picking strawberries, and took them roughly in Ms arms 
and kissed them, and went away. 

In the evening he went to the hotel, and found her on 
the veranda, with the blinds drawn. They sat apart. 
There were very few people about, only two or three 
old people. Christopher was irritated by their presence. 
Grazia looked at Mm, and he looked at her, and mur¬ 
mured her name over and over again. 

44 Don’t you think I have changed ?” she asked. 
His heart grew big. 
44 You have suffered,” he said. 
44 You too,” she answered pityingly, scanning the 

deep marks of agony and passion in Ms face. 
They were at a loss for words. 
44 Please,” he said, a moment later,44 let us go somewhere 

$]s§. Could we pot find somewhere to be alone and talk V* 



“ No, my dear. Let us stay hem. It is good enough 
here. No one is heeding ns at all.” 

6CI cannot talk freely here.” 
sc That is all the better.” 
He could not understand why. Later, when in 

memory he went over their conversation, he thought she 
had not trusted him. But she was instinctively afraid 
of emotional scenes : unconsciously she was seeking pro¬ 
tection from any surprise of their hearts: the very 
awkwardness of their intimacy in a public room, so 
sheltering the modesty of her secret emotion, wa* dear 
to her. 

In whispers, with long intervals of silence, they 
sketched their lives in outline. Count Bereixy had been 
killed in a duel a few months ago ; and Christopher saw 
that she had not been very happy with him. Also, she 
had lost a child, her first-born. She made no com¬ 
plaint, and turned the conversation from herself to 
question Christopher, and, as he told her of Ms tribu¬ 
lations, she showed the most affectionate compassion. 
Bells rang. It was Sunday evening. life stood still. 

She asked Mm to come again next day but one. He 
was hurt that she should be so little eager to see Mffl 
again. In Ms heart happiness and sorrow were mingled. 

Next day, on some pretext, she wrote and asked him 
to come. He was delighted with her little^ note. 'This 
time she received him in her private room. bhe was with 
her two children. He looked at them, still a httle 
uneasily, but very tenderly. He thought the little 
girl—the elder of the two—very like her mother: but 
he did not try to match the boy s looks. They talked 
about the country, the times, the books lying, open on 
the table:—but their eyes spoke of other things. He 
was hoping to be able to talk more intimately when a 
hotel acquaintance came in. He marked the pleasure 
and politeness with which Grazia received the stranger. 
she seemed to make |io difference between her two 
visitors. He was hurl by it, but could not be angry with 
her. She proposed that they should Ml go for a walk 
and he accepted; the presence of the other woman, 
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and pride. When he went away the silent premia of 
their hands told them that they had found other 
and would never lose what they had regained,—It was 
raining, and there was not a breath of wind. His heart 
was singing. 

She was only able to stay a few days longer, and she, 
did not postpone her departure for an hour. He dared 
not ask her to do so, nor complain. On their last day 
they went for a walk with the children; there came a 
moment when he was so full of love and happiness that 
he tried to tell her so; but, with a very gentle gesture, 
she stopped him and smiled ; 

“ Hush ! 1 feel everything that yon could say." 
They sat down at the turn of the road where they had 

met. Still smiling she looked down into the valley 
below: but it was not the valley that she saw. He 
looked at the gentle face marked with the traces of bitter 
suffering: a few white tresses showed in her thick black 
hair. He was filled with a pitying, passionate adoration 
of this beloved creature who had travailed and b^en 
impregnated with the suffering of the soul. In every one 
of the marks of time upon her the soul was visible,— 
And, in a low, trembling voice, he craved, as a precious 
favour, which she granted him, a white hair from her head. 

She went away. He could not understand why she 
would not have him accompany her. He had no doubt 
of her feeling for him, but her reserve disconcerted him. 
He could not stay alone in that place, and set out ^ in 
another direction. He tried to occupy Ms mind with 
travelling and work. He wrote to Grazia. She answered 
him, two or three weeks later, with very brief letters, in 
which she showed her tranquil friendsMp.^knowing neither 
impatience nor uneasiness. They hurt him and he loved 
them. He would not admit that he had any right to 
reproach her ; their affection was too recent, too recently 
renewed. He was fearfq}. of los ng it. And yet every letter 
he had from her breathed a calm loyalty wMch should 
have made him feel secure. But she was so different 
from Mm ! . * * 
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of coal slept the sun of days gone by* Bat m the 
result of spending Ms life crouching them, digging,, be 
came out burned, stiff in back and knees, with limbs 
deformed, half petrified, dazed eyes, that, like a bird’s 
could see keenly in the night. Many a time Christopher 
had brought up from the mine the fire he had so pmriuCy 
extracted to warm the chill of heart. But the dreams 
of the North smack of the warmth of the fireside and 
the closed room. No man notices it while he lives in it : 
dear is that heavy air, dear the half-light and the soul's 
dreams in the drowsy head. We love the things we 
have. We must be satisfied with them I . . . 

When, as he passed the barrier of the Alps, Christopher, 
dozing in a comer of the carriage, saw the stainless sky 
and the limpid light falling upon the slopes of the moun¬ 
tains, he thought he must be dreaming. On the other 
side of the wall he had left a darkened sky and a fading 
day. So sudden was the change that at first he felt 
more surprise than joy. It was some time before Ms 
drowsy soul awoke and began slowly to expand and buret 
the crust that was upon it, and his"heart could free itself 
from the shadows of the past. But as the day wore on, 
the mellow light took Ms soul into its arms, and, wholly 
forgetting alf that had been, he drank greedily of the 
delight of seeing. 

Through the plains of Milan. The eye of day mirrored 
in the blue canals, a network of veins through the downy 
ricefields. Mountains of Vinci, snowy ^ Alps soft m their 
brilliance, ruggedly encircling the horizon, fringed with 
red and orange and greeny gold and pale blue. Evening 
falling on the Apennines. A winding descent by little 
sheer hills, snakelike curving, in a repeating, involved 
rhythm like a farandole.—And suddenly, at the bottom 
of the slope, like a kiss, the breath of the sea and the 
smell of orange-trees. The sea, the Latin sea and its 
opal light,’ whereon, swaying, were the sails of little boats 
Eke wings folded back. .... 

By the sea, at a fismng-viiiage, the train stopped for 
& while. It was explained to the passengers that there 
had been a landslip, as a result of the heavy rains, m a 





tongue delight in a juicy, scented fruit, Christopher 
flung himself at this new repast with eager childlike 
greed : he made up for the asceticism of the grey vision* 
to which till then he had been condemned. His abound¬ 
ing nature, stifled by Fate, suddenly became conscious of 
powers of enjoyment which he had never used: they 
pounced on the prey presented to them; scents, colours, 
the music of voices* bells and the sea, the kisses of the 
air, the warm bath of light in which Ms ageing, weary 
soul began to expand. . * . Christopher had no thought 
of anything. He was in a state of beatific delight, and 
only I 't it to share Ms joy with those he met: Ms boat¬ 
man, an old fisherman, with quick eyes all wrinkled 
round, who wore a red cap like that of a Venetian senator : 
—his only fellow-boarder, a Milanese, who ate macaroni 
and rolled Ms eyes like Othello; fierce black eyes filled 
with a furious hatred ; an apathetic, sleepy manthe 
waiter in the restaurant, who, when he carried a tray, 
bent Ms neck, and twisted Ms arms and his body like an 
angel of Bernini the little Saint John, with sly. winking 
eyes, who begged on the road, and offered the passers-by 
an orange on a green branch. He would hail the carnage- 
drivers, sitting huddled on their seats, who every now 
and then would, in a nasal, droning, throaty voice, 
intone the thousand and one couplets. He was amassed 
to find Mmself humming CavaUeria Bmiimm. He had 
entirely forgotten the end of Ms journeyFoigotten, 
too, was Ms haste to reach the end and Graria. . . * 

Forgotten altogether was she until the day when the 
beloved image rose before him. \\ as it called up by a 
face seen on the road or a grave, singing note in a voice « 
He did not know. But a time came when, from every¬ 
thing about Mm, from the circling, olive-clad hills, from 
the Mgh, shining peaks of the Apennines, graven by the 
dense shadows and the burning sun, and from the orange- 
groves heavy with flowers and fruit, and the deep3 
heaving breath of "the sea, there shone the smiling face 
of the beloved. Through the countless eyes of the air, 
her eyes were upon him. In that beloved earth she 
flowered, like a roe© upon a rose-tree. 
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He looked at her, too, and found her no less different 
from Ms memory of her. Not that she had changed in 
two months, but he was seeing her with new eyea Yonder, 
in Switzerland, the image of old days, the faint shadow of 
thf girl Grazia had flitted between Ms gaze and this new 
actual beloved. Now, in the sun of Italy, the dreams, 
of the North had melted away; in the clear light of day 
he saw her real soul and body. How far removed she 
was from the little, wild, imprisoned girl of Paris, how 
far from the woman with the smile like Saint John, whom 
he had met one evening, shortly after her marriage, only 
to lose her again! Out of the little Umbrian Madonna 
had flowered a lovely Koman lady : 

Colorverus% corpus mlidnm et sued plenum. 
Her figure had taken on an harmonious fulness: her 

body was bathed in a proud languor. The very genius 
of tranquility hovered in her presence. She had that 
greed of sunny silence, and still contemplation, the 
delightful joy in the peace of living which the people of 
the North wil never really know. What especially she 
had preserved out of the past was her great Mndnesa 
which inspired all her other feelings. But in her luminous 
smile many new things were to be read: a melancholy 
indulgence, a little weariness, much knowledge of the ways 
of men, a fine irony, and tranquil common sense. The 
years had veiled her with a certain coldness, which pro¬ 
tected her against the illusions of the heart; rarely could 
she surrender herself; and her tenderness was ever on 
the alert, with a smile that seemed to know and tell 
everything, against the passionate impulses that Chris¬ 
topher found it hard to suppress. She had her weak¬ 
nesses, moments of abandonment to the caprice of the 
minute, a coquetry at which she herself mocked but never 
fought against. She was never in revolt against things, 
nor against herself: she had come to a gentle fatalism, 
and she was altogether kind, but a little weary. 

She entertained a great deal, and—at least, in appear- 
fl.nAA_not very selectively * but as, for the most part, 
her intimates belonged to the same world, breathed the 
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than reality. Beneath it lay an incurable frivolity which 
is common to the polite society of every country. But 
what made this society characteristic of its race wan it* 
indolence. The frivolity of the French is accompanied 
by a fever of the nerves—a perpetual agitation of the 
minds even when it is empty. The brain of the Italian 
knows how to rest. It knows it only too well It is 
sweet to sleep in the warm shadows, on the soft pillow 
of a padded Epicureanism, and a very supple, fairly 
curious, and, at bottom, prodigiously indifferent in¬ 
telligence. 

All the men of this society were entirely lacking in 
decided opinions. They dabbled in politics and art in 
the same dilettante fashion. Among them were charming 
natures, handsome, fine-featured patrician, Italian faces, 
with soft, intelligent eyes, men with gentle, quiet manners, 
who, with exquisite taste and affectionate hearts, loved 
Nature, the old masters, flowers, women, books, good 
food, their country, music. . . . They loved everything. 
They preferred nothing. Sometimes one felt that they 
loved nothing. Love played so large a part in their lives, 
but .only on condition "that it never disturbed them. 
Their love was indolent and lazy, Ike themselves ; even 
in their passion it was apt to take on a domestic character. 
Their solid, harmonious intelligence was fitted with an 
inertia in which all the opposites of thought met with¬ 
out collision, were tranquilly yoked together, smiling, 
rashioned and rendered harmless. They were afraid of 
any thorough belief, of taking sides, and were at their 
ease in semi-solutions and half-thoughts. They were 
conservative-liberal in temper of mind. They needed 
politics and art half-way up the hill, Ike those health 
resorts where there is no danger of asthma or palpitations. 
They recognised themselves in the lazy plays of Goldoni, 
or the equally diffused light of Manzoni. Their amiable 
indifference was never disturbed. Never could they have 
said like their great ancestors : u Primum vivere ...” but 
rather s< Dapprima, qiMelo were.5’ 

To live in peace. That was the secret vow, the aim of even 
the most energetic of those who controlled politics. A little 



would break out into a profusion of gestures and words, 
paradoxical sallies, burlesque humour : they were always 
playing an ofira bouffe. In that gallery of Italian 
portraits rarely would you find the marks of thought, 
the metallic brilliance of the eyes, faces stained with the 
perpetual labour of the mind, such as are to be found in 
the North. And yet, here, as elsewhere, there was no 
lack of souls turned in upon themselves, to feed upon 
themselves, concealing their woes, and desires and 
cares seething beneath the mask of indifference, and, 
voluptuously, drawing on a cloak of torpor. And, in 
certain faces there would peep out, queerly, disconcert¬ 
ingly^ indications of some obscure malady of the spirit 
peculiar to very ancient races—like the excavations in the 
Roman Campagna. 

There was great charm in the enigmatic indifference 
of these people, and their calm, mocking eyes, wherein 
there slumbered hidden tragedy. But Christopher was 
in no humour to recognise it. He was furious at seeing 
Grazia surrounded by worldly people with their courteous, 
witty, and empty manners. He hated them for it, and 
he was angry with her. He sulked at her just as he 
sulked at Rome. His visits to her became less and less 
frequent, and he began to make up his mind to go. 

He did not go. Unknown to himself, he was beginning 
to feel the attraction of Italian society, though it irritated 
him so much. ^ r 

For the time being, he isolated himself and lounged 
about Rome and the environment. The Roman light, 



hills; and on the other edge of the cup of the sky the 
old walls of the city, the front of Saint John’s Church, 
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Christopher found men in whose souls there burned 
brands of the age-old fire. Beneath the dust of the 
dead they had been preserved. It might be thought that 
the fire had died down with the closing of Marini’a 
eyes. It was springing to life again. It was the 
same. Very few wished to see it. It troubled the 

•quiet of those who were asleep. It gave a clear and 
brutal light. Those who bore it aloft, — young msTi 
(the eldest was not thirty-five), a little band of the 
elect come from every point of the horizon, men of 
free intellect who were all different in temperament, 
education, opinions, and faith—were all united in wor¬ 
ship of this flame of the new life. The etiquette of 
parties, systems of thought, mattered not to them: the 
great thing was to “ think with courage.” To be frank, 
to be brave, in mind and deed. Rudely they disturbed 
the sleep of their race. After the political resurrection 
of Italy, awakened from death by the summons of her 
heroes, after her recent economic resurrection, they 
had set themselves to pluck Italian thought from the 
grave. They suffered, as from an insult, from the 
indolent and timid indifference of the elect, their cowardice 
of mind and verbolatry. Their Voices rang hollow in 
the midst of rhetoric and the moral slavery which for 
centuries had been gathering into a crust upon the soul 
of their country. They breathed into it their merciless 
realism and their uncompromising loyalty. Though 
upon occasion they were capable of sacrificing their 
own personal intellectual preferences to the duty of 
discipline which national life imposes on the individual, 
yet they reserved their highest altar and their purest 
ardour for the truth. They loved truth with fiery, 
pious hearts. Insulted by his adversaries, defamed, 
threatened, one of the leaders of these young men 
replied, with grand, calm dignity: 

. Bespect the truth. I speak to you now, from rhy heart, 
vnth no shade of bitterness. I forget the ill I have received 
at your hands ^ and the evil that I maty have done you. Be 
true. There is no conscience, there is no noble life, there 
w no capacity for sacrifice where there is not a religious. 



ardently desires to see you great and pure, and to work with 
you. For, whether you will or no, we all work in common 
with all those who in this world work truthfully. That 
which comes out of our labours {and we cannot foresee what 
it will be) will bear our common mark, the mark of us all. 

in this, in his marvellous faculty for seeking truth, seeing it, 
_ * _ *• • • •« « ■■ a . • . m . ■» 
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judging others they were entirely Italian, incapable of 



3S naa unconsciously read 
into it. Mediocre as critics. and as psychologists con- 

forget itself: it is not mtei 
everything back to itself, 

its desires, its pride of race 
Consciously or unconsciously, it is always toiling for 

^•l8if!ISISB^!C8^!^lI3fS!: 

Italians, who are cut out tor action, only act tnrougn 
oassion, and soon weary of it : but when the breath of 
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nationalists, socialists, neo-ua Ltnoncs, iree laeansts, an 
the unyielding Italians, all, in hope and will, citizens of 

miverse. 
At first Christopher saw oj aly their generous ardour 

topher raged on account of G rrazia’s preferences. More 
than he they hated the spirit of prudence, the apathy, 

y, the things half said, the 

out deciding on any one, 
the fine phrases, the sweetnes s of it all. They were all 

with everything they could la 7 their hands on, but had 
to jput the finishing touch 

to their work, and they were prone to exaggerate their 
natural coarseness and their i ather bitter tone fitting to 
rough contadini. They wished to provoke active hostility. 
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“ What! You think I could never have a wife, a 
family, children ? . . . Don’t say that! I should love 
them so ! You think it impossible for me to have that 
happiness 1” 

“I don’t know. I don’t think so. Perhaps with a 
good woman, not very intelligent, not very beautiful, 
who would be devoted to you, and would not understand 

3? you. 
*£ How unkind of you ! . . . But you are wrong to 

make fun of it. A good woman is a fine thing, even if 
she has no mind.” 

c< I agree. Shall I find you one ?” 
“ Please ! No. You are hurting me. How can you 

talk like that 
“ What have I said ?” 
“ You don’t love me at all, not at all. You can’t 

if you can think of my marrying another woman.” 
“ On the contrary, it is because I love you that I 

should be happy to do anything which could make you 
happy.” 

“ Then, if that is true ...” 
“No, no. Don’t go back to that. I tell you* it 

would make you miserable.” 
“ Don’t worry abont me. I swear to you that I shall 

be happy! Speak the truth: do you think that you 
would he unhappy with me ?” 

“ Oh! Unhappy ? No, my dear. I respect and 
admire you too much ever to be unhappy with ydu. . . . 
But, I will tell you : I don’t think anything could make 
me very unhappy now. I have seen too much. I have 
become philosophical. . . . But, frankly—(You want me 
to ? You won’t be angry 1)—well. I know my own 
weakness. I should, perhaps, be foolish enough, after 
a few months, not to be perfectly happy with you ; and 
I will not have that, just because my affection for you 
is the most holy thing in the world, and I will not have it 
tarnished.” 

Sadly, he said: 
“ Yes, you say that, to sweeten the pill. You don’t 

like me. There are things in me which are odious to you.” 
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“ No, no. I assure yon. Don’t look so hang-dog. Yon 
are the dearest, kindest man. . . .” 

“ Then I don’t understand. Why couldn’t we 
agree 1” 

“ Because we are too different—both too decided, too 
individual.” 

“ That is why I love you.” 
“ I too. But that is why we should find ourselves 

conflicting.” 
“ No.” 
“ Yes. Or, rather, as I know that you are bigger than 

1, I should reproach myself with embarrassing you with 
my smaller personality, and then I should be stifled. I 
should say nothing, and I should suffer.” 

Tears came to Christopher’s eyes. 
“ Oh ! I won’t have that. Never ! I would rather 

be utterly miserable than have you suffering through 
my fault, for my sake.” 

“ My dear, you mustn’t feel it like that. . . . You 
know, I say all that, but I may be flattering myself. . . . 
Perhaps I should not be so good as to sacrifice myself for 
you.” 

“All the better.” 
a But, then, I should sacrifice you, and that would 

be misery for me. . . . You see, there is no solving the 
difficulty either way. Let us stay as we are. Could 
there be anything better than our friendship V9 

He nodded his head and smiled a little bitterly. 
“ Yes. That is all very well. But at bottom you 

don’t love me enough.” 
She smiled too, gently, with a little melancholy, and 

said, with a sigh : 
“Perhaps. You are right. I am no longer young. 

I am tired. Life wears one out unless one is very strong, 
like you. . . Oh ! you, there are times when I look at 
you and you seem to be a boy of eighteen.” 

“Alas! With my^dd face, my wrinkles, my dull 
skin!” 

“ I know that you have suffered as much as I—per¬ 
haps more. I can see that. But sometimes you look 
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to her though she had never cared to adventure in it alone, 
no longer frightened her now that she had a companion and 
guide. Insensibly she suffered herself, while she protested 
against it, to be drawn on to an understanding of the 
young Italians, whose ardent iconoclasm had always 
.been distasteful to her. 

But Christopher profited the more by this mutual 
perception. It has often been observed in love that the 
weaker of the two gives the most: it is not that the other 
loves less, but, being stronger, must take more. So 
Christopher had already been enriched by Olivier’s mind. 
But this new mystic marriage was far more fruitful; for 
Grazia brought him for her dowry the rarest treasure, 
that Olivier had never possessed—joy. The joy of the 
soul and of the eyes. Light. The smile of the Latin sky, 
that loves the ugliness of the humblest things, and sets 
the stones of the old walls flowering, and endows even 
sadness with its calm radiance. 

The budding spring entered into alliance with her. 
The dream of new life was teeming in the warmth of the 
slumbering air. The young green was wedding with the 
silver-grey of the olive-trees. Beneath the dark red 
arches of the ruined aqueducts flowered the white 
almond-trees. In the awakening Campagna waved the 
seas of grass and the triumphant flames of the poppies. 
Down the lawns of the villas flowed streams of purple 
anemones and sheets of violets. The glycine clambered 
up the umbrella-shaped pines, and the wind blowing 
over the city brought the scent of the roses of the 
Palatine. 

They went for walks together. When she was able 
to shake off the almost Oriental torpor, in which for 
hours together she would muse, she became another 
creature : she loved walking; she was tall, with a fine 
length of leg, and a strong, supple figure, and she looked 
like a Diana of Primatice.—Most often they would go 
to one of the villas, left like flotsam-from the shipwreck 
of the splendid Rome of the setticento under che assault 
of the flood of the Piedmontese barbarians. They pre¬ 
ferred, above all, the Villa Mattei, that promontory of 
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ancient Rome, beneath, which the last waves of the 
deserted Campagna sink and die. They used to go 
down the avenue of oaks that, with its deep vault, frames 
the blue, the pleasant chains of the Alban hills, softly swell¬ 
ing like a beating heart. Along the path through the leaves 
they could see the tombs of Roman husbands and wives,„ 
lying sadly there, with hands clasped in fidelity. They 
used to sit down at the end of the avenue, under an 
arbour of roses against a white sarcophagus. Behind 
them the desert. Profound peace. The murmuring 
of a slow-dropping fountain, trickling languidly, so 
languidly that it seemed on the point of dying. They 
would talk in whispers. Grazia’s eyes would trustfully 
gaze into the eyes of her friend. Christopher would 
tell her of his life, his straggles, his past sorrows; and 
there was no more sadness in them. In her presence, 
with her eyes upon him, everything was simple, every¬ 
thing seemed inevitable. . . . She, in her turn, would 
tell of her life. He hardly heard what she said, but 
none of her thoughts were lost upon him. His soul 
and hers were wedded. He saw with her eyes. Every¬ 
where he saw her eyes, her tranquil eyes, in the depths 
of which there burned an ardent fire; he saw them in 
the fair, mutilated faces of the antique statues and in 
the riddle of their silent gaze : he saw them in the sky 
of Rome, loverly laughing around the matted crests of 
the cypress-trees and through the fingers of the lecci, 
black, shining, riddled with the sun’s arrows. 

Through Grazia’s eyes the meaning of Latin art 
reached his heart. Till then Christopher had been 
entirely indifferent to the work of the Italians. The 
barbarian idealist, the great bear from the German 
forests, had not yet learned to taste the delicious savour 
of the lovely gilded marbles, golden as honey. The 
antiques of the Vatican were frankly repulsive to him. 
He was ^disgusted by their stupid faces, their effeminate 
or massive proportion, their banal, rounded modelling, 
all the Gitons and gladiators. Hardly more than a few 
portrait-statues found favour in his sight, and^the 
originals had absolutely no interest for him. 





teach it to our musicians ? Music has not yet had its 
Raphael. Mozart is only a child, a little German hour- 

gotten music. He hardly wrote at all, feeling no need 
» ., tt- • -» <* _j *■»*_i___ 

of semi-intoxication. Nature, like himself, was in the 
early spring-time, when the languor of the awakening 
is mired with a voluptuous dizziness. Nature and he 
lay dreaming, locked in each other’s arms, like lovers 
embracing in their sleep. The feverish enigma of the 
Campagna was no longer hostile and disturbing to him; 
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conscious of the menace of his love, beautiful and touch¬ 
ing, but ever-present: so that she had always to be on 
her guard against it; it was more prudent to keep him 
at a distance. She did not admit it to herself, and 
thought she had no consideration for anything but 
Christopher’s interests. 

There was no lack of sound reasons at hand. In Italy 
just then it was difficult for a musician to live : the air 
was circumscribed. The musical life of the country 
was suppressed and deformed. The factory of the 
theatre scattered its heavy ashes and its burning smoke 
upon the soil, whose flowers in old days had perfumed all 
Europe. If a man refused to enrol himself in the train 
of the brawlers, and could not, or would not, enter the 
factory, he was condemned to exile or a stifled existence. 
Genius was by no means dried up. But it was left to 
stagnate unprofitably and to go to ruin. Christopher 
had met more than one young musician in whom there 
lived again the soul of the melodious masters of the race 
and the instinct of beauty which filled the wise and 
simple art of the past. But who gave a thought to 
them ? They could neither get their work played nor 
published. No interest was taken in the symphony. 
There were no ears for music except it were presented 
with a painted face ! . . . So discouraged, they sang for 
themselves, and soon sang no more. What was the 
good of it 1 Sleep . . . —Christopher would have asked 
nothing better than to help them. While they admitted 
that he could do so, their umbrageous pride would not 
consent to it. Whatever he did, he was a foreigner to 
them ; and for Italians of long descent, in spite of the 
warm welcome they will give him, every foreigner is 
really a barbarian. They thought that the wretched 
condition of their art was a question to be threshed out 
among themselves, and while they extended all kinds 
of friendly tributes to Christopher, they could not admit 
him as one of themselves.—What could he do ? He 
could not compete t?ith them and dispute with them 
their meagre place in the sun, where they were by no 
means secure! . . . 









as each builder’s yard sets about building a house, in 

* “ When a thing has happened, even the fools can see it/1 
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the end you find that the city has been rebuilded. 
What is most remarkable is that, taken together, all 
these buildings are not discordant. They may maintain 
opposing theses, but all their minds are cast in the same 
mould. So that, beneath their anarchy, there are common 
instincts, a racial logic which takes the place of disci¬ 
pline, and this discipline is, when all is told, probably 
more solid than that of a Prussian regiment. 

44 Everywhere the same enthusiasm, the same con¬ 
structive fever: in politics, where Socialists and 
Nationalists vie with one another in tightening up the 
wheels of slackened power; in art, which some wish to 
make into an old aristocratic mansion for the privi¬ 
leged few, and others a vast hall open to the people, a 
hall where the collective soul can sing; they are re- 
constructors of the past, or constructors of the future. 
But whatever they do, these ingenious creatures are for 
ever building the same cells. They have the instincts 
of beavers or bees, and through the ages are for ever 
doing the same things, returning to the same forms. 
The most revolutionary among them are perhaps those 
who most closely cling, though they may not know it, 
to the most ancient traditions. Among the syndicates 
and the most striking of the young writers I have found 
purely medieval souls. 

44 Now that I have grown used to their tumultuous 
ways, I can watch them working with pleasure. Let 
us be frank: I am too old a bear ever to feel at ease in 
any of their houses : I need the open air. But what good 
workers they are! That is their highest virtue. It 
laves the most mediocre and the most corrupt: and 
then, in their artists, what a sense of beauty! I re- 
marked that much less in the old days. You taught me 
to see. My eyes were opened in the light of Rome. 
Your Renaissance men have helped me to understand 
these. A page of Debussy, a torso of Rodin, a phrase 
of Snares, these are all in tber direct line from your 
cinquecestmti. 

“Not that there is not much that is distasteful to 
me here. I have found my old friends of the market- 
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place, who used to drive me to fury. They have not 
changed. But, alas! I have changed. I cannot be 
severe. When I feel myself wanting to judge on® of 
them harshly I say to myself: ‘ You have no right. 
You have done worse than these men, though you 
thought yourself so strong.5 Also, I have learned that 
nothing exists in vain, and that even the vilest have 
their place in the scheme of the tragedy. The depraved 
dilettantists, the foetid amoralists, have accomplished 
their termitic task ; the tottering ruins must be brought 
down before they can be built up again. The Jews have 
been true to their sacred mission, which is, in the midst 
of other races, to be a foreign race, the race which, from 
end to end of the world, is to link up the network of human 
unity. They break down the intellectual barriers be¬ 
tween the nations, to give Divine Reason an open 
field. The worst agents of corruption, the ironic 
destroyers who ruin our old beliefs and kill our well- 
beloved dead, toil, unwittingly, in the holy work of new 
life. So the ferocious self-interest of the cosmopolitan 
bankers, whose labours are attended with such and so 
many disasters, build, whether they will or no, the 
future peace of the world, side by side with the revolu¬ 
tionaries who combat them, far more surely than the 
idiotic pacifists. 

“ You see, I am getting old. I have lost my bite. 
My teeth have lost their sharpness. When I go to the 
theatre I am now only one of those simple spectators 
who apostrophise the actors and cry shame on the 
traitor. 

“ My tranquil Grace, I am only talking about myself : 
and yet I think only of you. If you knew how impor¬ 
tunate is my ego ! It is oppressive and absorbing. It 
is like a millstone that God has tied round my neck. 
How I should have loved to lay it at your feet! But 
what would you have done with it ? It is a poor kind 
of present. . . . Your fpet were made to tread the soft 
earth and the sand sinking beneath the tread. I see 
your feet carelessly passing over the lawns dappled with 
anemones. . . . (Have you been again to the Villa 
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their little cheeks. They are yours and you. I must 
be content! . .. 

drawing-room that you remember so well, and I read it, 
as I am clever at reading, by letting your letter fall every 
now and then and resting. Don’t laugh at me. I did 
that to make it last a long time. In that way we spent 

le afternoon together. The children asked me 
t 
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little later, when Lionello began to shout, I heard Aurora 
say : c You mustn’t make such a noise : mamma is talking 
to M. Christopher.5 

44 What you tell me about the French interests me, 
but it does not surprise me. You remember that I often 
used to reproach you with being unjust towards them. 
It is impossible to like them. But what an intelligent 
people they are ! ^ There are mediocre nations who are 
preserved by their goodness of heart or their physical 
vigour. The French are saved by their intelligence. It 
laves all their weaknesses, and regenerates them. When 
you think they are down, beaten, perverted, they find 
new youth in the ever-bubbling spring of their minds. 

44 But I must scold you. You ask my pardon for 
speaking only of yourself. You are an ingannatore. 
You tell me nothing about yourself. Nothing of what 
you have been doing. Nothing of what you have been 
seeing. My cousin Colette—(why did not you go and 
see her ?)—had to send me press-cuttings about your 
concerts, or I should have known nothing of your success. 
You only mentioned it by the way. Are you so detached 
from everything ? . . . It is not true. Tell me that it 
pleased you. ... It must please you, if only because it 
pleases me. I don’t like you to have a disillusioned air. 
The tone of your letter is melancholic. That must not 
be. . . . It is good that you are more just to others. 
But that is no reason why you should abase yourself, as 
you do, by saying that you are worse than the worst of 
them. A good Christian would applaud you. I tell 
you it is a bad thing. I am not a good Christian. I am 
a good Italian, and I don’t like you tormenting yourself 
with the past. The present is quite enough. I don’t 
know exactly what it was that you did. You told me 
the story in a very few words, and I think I guessed the 
rest. It was not a nice story, but you are none the less 
dear to me for it. My poor, dear Christopher, a woman 
does not reach my ager without knowing that an honest 
man is often very weak. If one did not know his weak¬ 
ness one would not love him so much. Don’t think any 
more about what you have done. Think of what you 

vol. iv. 27 
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are going to do. Repentance is quite useless. Repent 
ance means going back. And in good as in evil, we 
must always go forward. Sempre avanti, Savoia / . . . 
So you think I am going to let you come back to Rome! 
You hare nothing to do here. Stay in Paris, work, do: 
play your part in its artistic life. I will not have you 
throw it ah up. I want you to make beautiful things, 
I want them to succeed, I want you to be strong and 
to help the new young Christophers who are setting out 
on the same struggles, and passing through the same 
trials. Look for them, help them, be kinder to your 
juniors than your seniors were to you.—In fine, I want 
you to be strong because I know that you are strong : you 
have no idea of the strength that gives me. 

“ Almost every day I go with the children to the Villa 
Borghese. Yesterday we drove to Ponte Molle, and 
walked round the tower of Monte Mario. You slander 
my powers of walking and my legs cry out against you: 
c What did the fellow mean by saying at the Villa Doria 
that we get tired in ten paces ? He knows nothing about 
it. If we are not prone to give ourselves trouble, it is 
because we are lazy, and not because we cannot. . . .’ 
You forget, my dear, that I am a little peasant. . . . 

“ Go and see my cousin Colette. Are you still angry 
with her ? She is a good creature at heart, and she swears 
by you. Apparently the Parisian women are crazy about 
your music. (Perhaps they were in the old days.) My 
Berne bear may, an he will, be the lion of Paris. Have 
you had letters ? And declarations ? You don’t mention 
any woman. Can you be in love ? Tell me. I am not 
jealous. 

“ Your friend, - 
it Q J9 

A 
* * 

M... So you think I am likely to be pleased with 
your last sentence ! I would to God you were jealous! 
But don’t look to me to make you so. I have no taste 
for these mad Parisiennes, as you call them. Mad ? 
They would like to be so. But they are nothing like it. 
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You need not hope that they will turn my head. There 
would be more chance of it perhaps if they were in¬ 
different to my music. But it is only too true that they 
love it; and how am I to keep my illusions ? When 
anyone tells you that he understands you, you may be 
very sure that he will never do so. . . . 

“ Don’t take my joking too seriously. The feeling I 
have for you does not make me unjust to other women. 
I have never had such true sympathy for them as I 
have now since I ceased to look at them with lover’s 
eyes. The tremendous effort they have been making 
during the last thirty years to escape from the degrading 
and unwholesome semi-domesticity, to which our stupid 
male egoism condemned them, to their and our un¬ 
happiness, seems to me to be one of the most splendid 
facts of our time. In a town like this one learns to 
admire the new generation of young women, who in 
spite of so many obstacles, with so much fresh ardour 
rush on to the conquest of knowledge and diplomas,— 
the knowledge, the diplomas which, they think, must 
liberate them, open to them the arcana of the unknown 
world and make them the equals of men. . . . 

“ No doubt their faith is illusory and rather ridiculous. 
But progress is never realised as we expect it to be : it is 
none the less realised because it takes entirely different 
paths from those we have marked out for it. This effort 
of the women will not be wasted. It will make women 
completer and more human, as they were in the great 
ages. They will no longer be without interest in the 
living questions of the world, as most scandalously and 
monstrously they have been, for it is intolerable that 
a woman, though she be never so careful in her domestic 
duties, should think herself absolved from thinking of 
her civic duties in the modem city. Their great-great¬ 
grandmothers of the time of Joan of Arc and Catherine 
Sforza were not of this way of thinking. Woman has 
withered. We have refused her air and sun. She is 
taking them from us again by force. Ah ! the brave 
little creatures I . . . Of course, many of those who are 
now struggling will die and many will be led astray. It 
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is an age of crisis. The effort is too violent for those 
whose strength has too much gone to seed. When a 
plant has been for a long time without water, the first 
shower of rain is apt to scald it. But what would you ? 
It is the price of progress. Those who come after will 
flourish through their sufferings. The poor little war¬ 
like virgins of our time, many of whom will never marry, 
will be more fruitful for posterity than the generations 
of matrons who gave birth before them ; for, at the cost 
of their sacrifices, there will issue from them the women 
of a new classic age. 

“ I have not found these working bees in your cousin 
Colette’s drawing-room. What whim was it made you 
send me to her ? I had to obey you ; but it is not well: 
you are abusing your power. I had refused three of her 
invitations, left two of her letters unanswered. She 
came and hunted me up at one of my rehearsals—(they 
were going through my sixth symphony).—I saw her, 
during the interval, come in with her nose in the air, 
sniffing and crying : ‘ That smacks of love ! Ah ! How 
I love such music ! . . .’ 

“ She has changed, physically; only her cat-like eyes 
with their bulging pupils, and her fantastic nose, always 
wrinkling up and never still, are the same. But her 
face is wider, big-boned, highly coloured, and coarsened. 
Sport has transformed her. She gives herself up to sport 
of all kinds. Her husband, as you know, is one of the 
swells at the Automobile Club and the Aero Club. There 
is not an aviation meeting, nor a race by air, land, or 
water, but the Stevens-Delestrades think themselves 
compelled to be present at it. They are always out on 
the highways and byways. Conversation is quite im¬ 
possible; they talk of nothing but Racing, Rowing, 
Rugby, and the Derby. They belong to a new race of 
people. The days of Pelleas are for ever gone for the 
women. Souls are no longer in fashion. All'the girls 
hoist a red, swarthy complexion,. tanned by driving in 
the open air and playing games in the sun: they look 
at you with eyes like men’s eyes: they laugh and their 
laughter is a little coarse. In tone they have become 
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more brutal, more crude. Every now and then your 
cousin will quite calmly say the most shocking things. 
She is a great eater, where she used to eat hardly any¬ 
thing. She still complains about her digestion, merely 
out of habit, but she never misses a mouthful for it. 
She reads nothing. No one reads among these people. 
Only music has found favour in their sight. Music has 
even profited by the neglect of literature. When these 
people are worn out, music is a Turkish bath to them, 
a warm vapour, massage, tobacco. They have no need 
to think. They pass from sport to love, and love also 
is a sport. But the most popular sport among their 
aesthetic entertainments is dancing. Russian dancing, 
Greek dancing, Swiss dancing, American dancing, every¬ 
thing is set to a dance in Paris : Beethoven’s symphonies, 
the tragedies of iEschylus, the Clavecin bkn Tempera, 
the antiques of the Vatican, Orpheus, Tristan, the Passion, 
and gymnastics. These people are suffering from vertigo. 

46 The queer thing is to see how your cousin reconciles 
everything, her aestheticism, her sport, and her practical 
sense (for she has inherited from her mother her sense 
of business and her domestic despotism). All these 
things ought to make an incredible mixture, but she is 
quite at her ease with them all: her most foolish eccen¬ 
tricities leave her mind quite clear, just as she keeps her 
eyes and hands sure when she goes whirling along in 
her motor. She is a masterful woman: her husband, 
her guests, her servants, she leads them all, with drums 
beating and colours flying. She is also busy with politics : 
she is for 4 Monseigneur 5; not that I believe her to be 
a royalist, but it is another excuse for bestirring herself. 
And although she is incapable of reading more than ten 
pages of a book, she arranges the elections to the 
Academies.—She set about extending her patronage to 
me. You may guess that that was not at all to my 
liking. IVhat is most exasperating is that the fact of 
my having visited her yi obedience to you has absolutely 
convinced her of her power over me. I take my revenge 
in thrusting home truths at her. She only laughs, and 
is never at a loss for a reply. ‘ She is a good creature 



I see the most curious things going on. The most 
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the world such hordes of demons. I am comforted when 
I see the tranquillity of the audience: they are trebly 
armoured: nothing can reach them : were it not so, I 
should be damned. . . . You reproach me with being too 
hard on myself. You do not know me as I know myself. 
They see what we are • they do not see what we might 
hare been, and we are honoured for what is not so much 
the effect of our qualities as of the events that bear us 
along, and the forces which control us. Let me tell you 
a story. ... 

“ The other evening I was !.•' one of the cafes where 
they play fairly good music, though in a queer way: 
with five or six instruments, filled out with a piano, they 
play all the symphonies, the masses, the oratorios. It 
is just like the stone-cutters in Rome, where they sell 
the Medici chapel as an ornament for the mantelpiece. 
Apparently this is useful to art, which, if it is to circulate 
among men, must be turned into base coin. For the 
rest there is no deception in these concerts. The pro¬ 
grammes are copious, the musicians conscientious.. I 
found a violoncellist there and entered into conversation 
with him : his eyes reminded me strangely of my father's ; 
he told me the story of his life. He was the grandson 
of & peasant the son of a small official, a clerk in a mairie 
in a village in the North. They wanted to make him 
a gentleman, a lawyer, and he was sent to school in the 
neighbouring town. He was a sturdy country boy, not 
at all fitted for being cooped up over the small work 
of a notary’s office, and he could not stay caged in: he 
used to jump over the wall, and wander through the 
fields, and run after the girls, and spend his strength in 
brawling: the rest of the time he lounged and dreamed 
of things he would never do. Only one thing had any 
attraction for him : music. God knows why ! There 
was not a single musician in his family, except a rather 
cracked* great-uncle, one of those odd, provincial charac¬ 
ters, whose often remarkable intelligence and gifts are 
spent, in their proild. isolation, on whims, and cranks, 
and trivialities. This great-uncle had invented a new 
system of notation—(yet another!)—which wag to 
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revolutionise music; he even claimed to have found a 
system of stenography hy which words, tune, and accom¬ 
paniment could he written simultaneously; but he never 
managed to transcribe it correctly himself. They just 
laughed at the old man in the family, but all the same, 
they were proud of him. They thought: 4 He is an old 
madman. Who knows ? Perhaps he is a genius.’—It 
was no doubt from him that the grandnephew had his 
mania for music. What music could he hear in the 
little town ? . . . But bad music can inspire a love as 
pure as good music. 

“The unhappy part of it was that there seemed no 
possibility of confessing to such a passion in such sur¬ 
roundings : and the boy had not his great-uncle’s cracked 
brains. He hid away to read the old lunatic’s lucubra¬ 
tions which formed the basis of his queer musical educa¬ 
tion. Vain and fearful of his father and of public opinion, 
he would say nothing of his ambitions until he had 
succeeded. He was crushed by his family, and did as 
so many French people of the middle-class have to do 
when, out of weakness or kindness, they dare not oppose 
the will of their relations : they submit to all appearance, 
and live their true life in perpetual secrecy. Instead of 
following his bent, he struggled on, against his inclina¬ 
tion, in the work they had marked out for him. He 
was as incapable of succeeding in it as he was of coming 
to grief. Somehow or other he managed to pass the neces¬ 
sary examinations. The main advantage to him was 
that he escaped from the spying of his father and the 
neighbours. The law crushed him : he was determined 
not to spend his life in it. But while his father was alive 
he dared not declare his desire. Perhaps it was not 
altogether distasteful to him to have to wait a little 
before he took the decisive step. He was one of those 
men who all their lives long dazzle themselves with what 
they will do later on, with the things they could do. 
For the moment he did nothing. ^ He lost his bearings, 
and, intoxicated by his new life nf Paris, gave himself 
up with all his young peasant brutality to his two passions, 
woman and music; he was crazed with the concerts he 
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went to, no less than with pleasure. He wasted years 
doing this without even turning to account the means 
at hand of completing his musical education. His 
umbrageous pride, his unfortunate independent and 
susceptible character kept him from taking any course 
of lessons or asking anybody’s advice. 

“When his father died he sent Themis and Justinian 
packing. He began to compose without having had 
the courage to acquire the necessary technique. His 
inveterate habit of idle lounging and his taste for pleasure 
had made him incapable of any serious effort. He felt 
keenly: but his idea, and its form, would at once slip 
away : when all was told he expressed nothing but the 
commonplace. The worst of all was that there was really 
something great in this mediocrity. I read two of his 
old compositions. Here and there were striking ideas 
left in the rough and then deformed. They were like 
fireflies over a bog. . . . And what a strange mind he 
had! He tried to explain Beethoven’s sonatas to me. 
He saw them as absurd, childish stories. But such 
passion as there was in him, such profound seriousness I 
Tears would come to his eyes as he talked. He would 
die for the thing he loves. He is touching and grotesque. 
Just as I was on the point of laughing in Ms face, I 
wanted to take him to my arms.... He is fundamentally 
honest, and has a healthy contempt for the charlatanry 
of the Parisian groups and their sham reputations,— 
(though at the same time he cannot help having the 
bourgeois admiration for successful men). . . . 

“ He had a small legacy. In a few months it was all 
gone, and, finding himself without resources, he had, like 
so many others of his kind, the criminal honesty to marry 
a girl, also witheut resources, whom he had seduced ; she 
had a fine voice, and played music without any love for 
it. He had to live on her voice and her mediocre talent 
until he Kad learned how to play the ’cello. Naturally it 
was not long before they saw their mediocrity, and could 
not bear each other. ’'They had a little girl. The father 
transferred his power of illusion to the child, and thought 
that she would be what he had failed to be. The little 
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girl took after her mother: she was made to play the 
piano, though she had not a shadow of talent; she adored 
her father, and applied herself to her work to please him. 
For several years they plied the hotels in the watering- 
places, picking up more insults than money. The child 
was ailing and overworked, and died. The wife grew 
desperate, and became more shrewish every day. So his 
life became one of endless misery, with no hope of escape, 
brightened only by an ideal which he knew himself to be 
incapable of attaining.... 

“ And, my dear, when I saw that poor broken devil, 
whose life has been nothing but a series of disappoint¬ 
ments, I thought: ‘ That is what I might have been.’ 
There was much in common in our boyhood, and certain 
adventures in our two lives are the same ; I have even 
found a certain kinship in some of our musical ideas : but 
his have stopped short. What is it that has kept me 
from formdering as he has done ? My will, no doubt. 
But.alsa.the chances of life. And even taking my will, 
is" that due only to my merits ? Is it not rather due to 
my descent, my friends, arid,God who has aided me 1... 
Such thoughts make a man humble. With such thoughts 
he feels brotherly to all who love his art, and suffer for it. 
\“ From lowest to highest the distance is not so great. ... 

“ On that I thought of what you said in your letter. 
You are right: an artist has no right to hold aloof, so 
long as he can help others. So I shall stay: I shall force 
myself to spend a few months in every year here, or in 
Vienna, or Berlin, although it is hard for me to grow accus¬ 
tomed to these cities again. But I must not abdicate. 
If I do not succeed in being of any great service, as I have 
good reason to think I shall not, perhaps my sojourn in 
these cities will be useful to me, myself. And I shall 
console myself with the thought that it was your wish. 
Besides... (I will not lie)... I am beginning to find it 
pleasant. Adieu, tyrant. You have triumphed. I am 
beginning not only to do what yop want me to do, but to 
love doing it. r 

“ Christopher.” 
* * 

a|i 
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So he stayed, partly to please her, hut also because his 
artistic curiosity was reawakened, and was drawn on to 
contemplation of the renewal of art. Everything that he 
saw and did he presented for Grazia’s scrutiny in his 
letters. He knew that he was deceiving himself as to 
the interest she would take in it all; he suspected her of a 
certain indifference. But he was grateful to her for not 
letting him see it too clearly. 

She answered him regularly once a fortnight. Affec¬ 
tionate, composed letters, like her gestures. When she 
told him of her life she never discarded her tender, proud 
reserve. She knew the violence with which her words 
went resounding through Christopher’s heart. She pre¬ 
ferred that he should think her cold, rather than to send 
him flying to heights whither she did not wish to follow 
him. But she was too womanly not to know the secret 
of not discouraging her friend’s love, and of, at once, by 
gentle words, soothing the dismay and disappointment 
caused by her indifferent words. Christopher soon 
divined her tactics, and by a counter-trick tried in his 
turn to control his warmth and to write more composedly, 
so that Grazia’s replies should not be so studiously 
restrained. 

The longer he stayed in Paris the greater grew his 
interest in the new activity stirring in that gigantic ant- 
heap. He was the more interested in it all as in the 
young ants he found less sympathy with himself. He 
was not deceived: his success was a Pyrrhic victory. 
After an absence of ten years his return had created a 
sensation in Parisian society. But by an ironic turn of 
events, such as is by no means rare, he found himself 
patronised by his old enemies the snobs, and people of 
fashion : the artists were either mutely hostile or distrust¬ 
ful of him. He won his way by his name, which already 
belonged to the past, by his considerable accomplishment, 
by his tone of passionate conviction, and the violence, of 
his sincerity. But if people were forced to reckon with 
him, to admire or respect him, they did not understand 
or love him. He was outside the art of the time. A 
monster, a living anachronism. He had always been 
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that- His ten years of solitude had accentuated the con 
trast. During his absence in Europe, and especially ir 
Paris, a great work of reconstruction had been carried 
through. A new order was springing to life. A genera* 
ti on was arising, desirous rather of action than of under- 
standing, hungry rather for happiness than for truth. It 
wished to live, to grasp life, even at the cost of a lie. Lies 
of pride—all manner of pride : pride of race, pride of caste, 
pride of religion, pride of culture and art—all were food 
to this generation, provided that they were armour of 
steel, provided that they could be turned to sword and 
buckler, and that, sheltered by them, they could march 
on to victory. So to this generation it was distasteful to 
hear the great voice of torment reminding it of the exist¬ 
ence of sorrow and doubt, those whirlwinds that had 
troubled the night that was hardly gone, and, in spite of 
its denials, went on menacing the universe, the whirlwinds 
that it wished to forget. These young people turned 
away in despite, and they shouted at the top of then 
voices to deafen themselves. But the voice was heard 
above them all. And they were angry. 

Christopher, on the other hand, regarded them with a 
friendly eye. He hailed the upward movement of the 
world towards happiness. The deliberate narrowness of 
its impulse affected him not at all. When a man wishes 
to go straight to his goal, he must look straight in front 
of him. For his part, sitting at the turning of the world, 
he was rejoiced to see behind him the tragic splendour of 
the night, and, in front of him, the smile of young hope, 
the uncertain beauty of the fresh, fevered dawn. And 
he was at the stationary point of the axis of the pendulum 
while the clock was beginning to go again. Without 
following its onward march, he listened joyfully to the 
beating of the rhythm of life. He joined in the hope of 
those who denied his past agonies. What would be, 
would be, as he had dreamed. Ten years before* in night 
and suffering, OHvier—the little ^Gallic cock—had with 
his frail song announced the distant day. The singer 
was no more; but his song was coming to pass. In the 
garden of France the birds were singing. And, above all 
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the singing, clearer, louder, happier, Christopher suddenly- 
heard the voice of Olivier come to life again. 

He was absently reading a book of poems at a bookstall. 
The name of the author was unknown to him. Certain 
words struck him and be went on reading. As he read 
on between the uncut pages he seemed to recognise a 
friendly voice, the features of a friend. ... He could not 
define his feeling, nor could he bring himself to put the 
book down, and so he bought it. When he reached his 
room he resumed his reading. At once the old obsession 
descended on him. The impetuous rhythm of the poem 
evoked, with a visionary precision, the universe and age- 
old souls—the gigantic trees of which we are all the leaves 
and the fruit—the nations. From the pages there arose 
the superhuman figure of the Mother—she who was before 
us, she who will be after us. She who reigns, like the 
Byzantine Madonnas, lofty as the mountains, at whose 
feet kneel and pray ant-like human beings. The poet 
was hymning the homeric struggle of the great goddesses, 
whose lances had clashed together since the beginning of 
the ages : the eternal Iliad which is to that of Troy what 
the Alps are to the little hills of Greece. 

Such an epic of warlike pride and action was far re¬ 
moved from the ideas of a European soul like Chris¬ 
topher’s. And yet, in gleams, in the vision of the French 
soul—the graceful virgin, who bears the ^Egis, Athena, 
with blue eyes shining through the darkness, the goddess 
of work, the incomparable artist, sovereign reason, whose 
glittering lance hurls down the tumultuously shouting 
barbarians—Christopher perceived an expression, a smile 
that he knew and had loved. But just as he was on the 
point of fixing it the vision died away. And while he 
was exasperated by this vain pursuit, lo ! as he turned a 
page, he came on a story which Olivier had told him a 
few days before his death. ... 

He was struck dumk He ran to the publishers, and 
asked for the poet’s sfddress. It was refused, as is the 
custom. He lost his temper. In vain. Finally he re¬ 
membered that he could find what he wanted in a year- 
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book. He did find it, and went at once tothe author’s house. 
When he wanted anything he found it impossible to wait. 

It was in the Batignolles district on the top floor. There 
were several doors opening on to a common landing. 
Christopher knocked at the door which had been pointed 
out to him. The next door opened. A young woman, 
not at all pretty, very dark, with low-growing hair and a 
sallow complexion—a shrivelled face with very sharp 
eyes—asked what he wanted. She looked suspicious. 
Christopher told her why he had come, and, in answer to 
her next question, gave his name. She came out of her 
room and opened the other door with a key which she 
had in her pocket. But she did not let Christopher enter 
immediately. She told him to wait in the corridor, and 
went in alone, shutting the door in his face. At last 
Christopher reached the well-guarded sanctum. He 
crossed a half-empty room which served as a dining-room 
and contained only a few shabby pieces of furniture, while 
near the curtainless window several birds were twittering 
in an aviary. In the next room, on a threadbare divan, 
lay a man. He sat up to welcome Christopher. At once 
Christopher recognised the emaciated face, lit up by the 
soul, the lovely velvety black eyes burning with a feverish 
flame, the long, intelligent hands, the misshapen body, the 
shrill, husky voice.... Emm anuel! The little cripple boy 
who had been the innocent cause. . .. And Emmanuel, 
suddenly rising to his feet, had also recognised Christopher. 

They stood for a moment without speaking. Both of 
them saw Olivier... . They could not bring themselves 
to shake hands. Emmanuel had stepped backward. 
After ten long years, an unconfessed rancour, the old 
jealousy that he had had of Christopher, leaped forth from 
the obscure depths of instinct. He stood still, defiant 
and hostile.—But when he saw Christopher’s emotion, 
when on his lips he read the name that was in their 
thoughts : “ Olivier ”—it was stronger than he*: he flung 
himself into the arms held out towards him. 

Emmanuel asked: r 
“ I knew you were in Paris. But how did you find me ?” 
Christopher said; 
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“ I read your last book : through it I heard his voice.” 
“ Yes,” said Emmanuel. “ You recognised it ? I owe 

everything that I am now to him.” 
(He avoided pronouncing the name.) 
After a moment he went on gloomily : 
“ He loved you more than me.” 
Christopher smiled : 
“ If a man loves truly there is neither more nor less : he 

gives himself to all those whom he loves.” 
Emmanuel looked at Christopher: the tragic serious¬ 

ness of his stubborn eyes were suddenly lit up with a pro¬ 
found sweetness. He took Christopher’s hand and made 
him sit on the divan by his side. 

Each told the story of his life. From fourteen to 
twenty-five Emmanuel had practised many trades: 
printer, upholsterer, pedlar, bookseller’s assistant, law¬ 
yer’s clerk, secretary to a politician, journalist. ... In 
all of them he had found the means of learning feverishly, 
here and there finding the support of good people who 
were struck by the little man’s energy, more often falling 
into the hands of people who exploited his poverty and 
his gifts, turning his worst experiences to profit, and suc¬ 
ceeding in fighting his way through without too much 
bitterness, leaving behind him only the remains of his feeble 
health. His singular aptitude for the dead languages 
(not so rare as one is inclined.to believe in a race imbued 
with humanistic traditions) gained him the interest and 
support of an old Hellenising priest. These studies, 
which he had no time to push very far, served him as 
mental discipline and a school of style. This man, who 
had risen from the dregs of the people, whose whole edu¬ 
cation had been won by his own efforts, haphazard, so 
that there were great gaps in it, had acquired a gift of 
verbal expression, a mastery of thought over form, such 
as ten years of a university education cannot give to the 
young bourgeois. He attributed it all to Olivier. And 
yet others had helped him more effectively. But from 
Olivier came the spar]? which in the night of this man’s 
soul had lighted the eternal flame. The rest had but 
poured oil into the lamp. 
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He said: 
“ I only began to understand Mm from the moment 

when he passed away. But everything he ever said had 
become a part of me. His light never left me.55 

He spoke of his work and the task which he declared 
had been left to Mm by Olivier; the awakening of the 
French, the kindling of that torch of heroic idealism of 
wMch Olivier had been the herald : he wished to make 
himself the resounding voice which should hover above * 
the battlefield and declare the approaching victory: he 
sang the epic of the new-birth of his race. 

His poems were the product of that strange race, that 
through the ages, has so strongly preserved its old Celtic 
aroma, wMle it has ever taken a bizarre pride in clothing 
its ideas with the cast-off clothes and laws of the Roman 
conqueror. There were to be found in it absolutely pure 
the Gallic audacity, the spirit of heroic reason, of irony, 
the mixture of braggadocio and crazy bravura, wMch set 
out to pluck the beards of the Roman senators, and pil¬ 
laged the temple of DelpM, and laughingly hurled its 
javelins at the sky. But this little Parisian dwarf had 
had to shape Ms passions, as Ms periwigged grandfathers 
nad done, and as no doubt Ms great-grandnephews would 
do, in the bodies of the heroes and gods of Greece, two 
thousand years dead. It is a curious instinct in these 
people wMch accords well with their need of the absolute : 
as they impose their ideas on the remains of the ages, 
they seem to themselves to be imposing them on the ages. 
The constraint of his classic form only gave Emmanuel’s 
passions a more violent impulse. Olivier’s calm confi¬ 
dence in the destinies of France had been transformed in 
his little protege into a burning faith, hungering for action 
and sure of triumph. He willed it, he said it, he clamoured 
for it. It was by his exalted faith and Ms optimism 
that he had uplifted the souls of the French public. His 
book had been as effective as a battle. He had made a 
breach in the ranks of scepticism and fear. The whole 
younger generation had thronged, "to follow Mm towards 
the new destiny... * 

He grew excited a& he talked : Ms eyes burned, Ms pale 
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face glowed pink in patches, and his voice rose to a scream* 
Christopher could not help noticing the contrast between 
the devouring fire and the wretched body that was its 
pyre. He was only half-conscious of the irony of this 
stroke of fate. The singer of energy, the poet who 
hymned the generation of intrepid sport, of action, war, 
could hardly walk without losing his breath, was ex¬ 
tremely temperate, lived on a strict diet, drank water, 
could not smoke, lived without women, bore every passion 
in his body, and was reduced by his health to asceticism. 

Christopher watched Emmanuel, and he felt a mixture 
of admiration and brotherly pity. He tried not to show 
it: but no doubt his eyes betrayed his feeling. Em¬ 
manuel’s pride, which ever kept an open wound in his sid&, 
made him think he read commiseration in Christopher’s 
eyes, and that was more odious to him than hatred. The 
fire in him suddenly died down. He stopped talking. 
Christopher tried in vain to win back his confidence. His 
soul had closed up. Christopher saw that he was wounded. 

The hostile silence dragged on. Christopher got up. 
Emmanuel took him to the door without a word. His 
step declared his infirmity : he knew it: it was a point of 
pride with him to appear indifferent: but he thought 
Christopher was watching him, and his rancour grew. 

Just as he was coldly shaking hands with his guest, and 
saying good-bye, an elegant young lady rang at the door. 
She was escorted by a pretentious nincompoop whom 
Christopher recognised as a man he had seen at theatrical 
first-nights, smiling, chattering, waving his hand, kissing 
the hands of the ladies, and from his stall shedding smiles 
all over the theatre : not knowing his name, he had called 
him “ the buck.”—The buck and Ms companion, on 
seeing Emmanuel, flung themselves on the cc cher maitre ” 
with obsequious and familiar effusiveness. As Chris¬ 
topher walked away he heard Emmanuel in Ms dry voice 
saying tliat he was too busy to see anyone. He admired 
the man’s gift of being disagreeable. He did not know 
Emmanuel’s reasons for scowling at the rich snobs who 
came to gratify him with their indiscreet visits; they 
were prodigal of fine phrases and eulogy; but they no 

vol. iv. 28 
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more thought of helping him in his poverty than the 
famous friends of Cesar Franck ever dreamed of releasing 
him from the piano-lessons which he had to give up to the 
last to make a living. 

Christopher went several times again to see Emmanuel. 
He never succeeded in restoring the intimacy of his first 
visit. Emmanuel showed no pleasure in seeing him, and 
maintained a suspicious reserve. Every now and then 
he would he carried away by the generous need of expan¬ 
sion of his genius : a remark of Christopher’s would shake 
him to the very roots of his being : then he would abandon 
himself to a fit of enthusiastic confidence : and over his 
secret soul his idealism would cast the glowing light of a 
flashing poetry. Then, suddenly, he would fall back : he 
would shrivel up into sulky silence: and Christopher would 
find him hostile once more. 

They were divided by too many things. Not the least 
was the difference in their ages. Christopher was on the 
way to full consciousness and mastery of himself. Em¬ 
manuel was still in process of formation and more chaotic 
than Christopher had ever been. The originality of his 
face came from the contradictory elements that were at 
grips in him; a mighty stoicism, struggling to tame a 
nature consumed by atavistic desires,—(he was the squ 
of a drunkard and a prostitute);—a frantic imagination 
which tugged against the bit of a will of steel; an immense 
egoism, and an immense love for others, and of the two 
it were impossible to tell which would be the conqueror ; 
an heroic idealism and a morbid thirst for glory which 
made him impatient of other superiorities. If Olivier’s 
ideas, and his independence, and his disinterestedness 
were in him, if Emmanuel was superior to his master by 
his plebeian vitality which knew not disgust in the face of 
action, by his poetic genius and his thicker skin, which 
protected him from disgust of all kinds, yet he was very 
far from reaching the serenity of Antoinette’s orother: 
his character was vain and uneasy* and the restlessness of 
other people only augmented his own. 

He lived in a stormy alliance with a young woman who 
was his neighbour, the woman who had received Chris- 



THE NEW DAWN 435 

topher on Ms first visit. She loved Emmanuel, and was 
jealously busy over him, looked after his house, copied 
out his work, and wrote to his dictation. She was not 
beautiful, and she bore the burden of a passionate soul. 
She came of the people, and for a long time worked in a 
bookbinding workshop, then in the post-office. Her child¬ 
hood had been spent in the stifling atmosphere common 
to all the poor workpeople of Paris : souls and bodies all 
huddled together, harassing work, perpetual promiscuity, 
no air, no silence, never any solitude, no opportunity for 
recuperation or of defending the inner sanctuary of the 
heart. She was proud in spirit, with her mind ever 
seetMng with a religious fervour for a confused ideal of 
truth. Her eyes were worn out with copying out at 
night, sometimes without a lamp, by moonlight, Les 
Miserables of Hugo. She had met Emmanuel at a time 
when he was more unhappy than she, ill and without 
resources ; and she had devoted herself to Mm. This 
passion was the first, the only living love of her life. So she 
attached herself to him with a hungry tenacity. Her 
affection was a terrible trial to Emmanuel, who rather 
submitted to than shared it. He was touched by her 
devotion : he knew that she was his best friend, the only 
creature to whom he was everything, who could not do 
without Mm. But this very feeling overwhelmed him. He 
needed liberty and isolation; her eyes always greedily 
beseeching a look obsessed Mm : he used to speak harsMy 
to her, and longed to say : “ Go !” He was irritated by 
her ugliness and her clumsy manners. Though he had seen 
but little of fashionable society, and though he heartily 
despised it,—(for he suffered at appearing even uglier 
and more ridiculous there),—he was sensitive to elegance, 
and alive to the attraction of women who felt towards 
Mm (he had no doubt of it) exactly as he felt towards Ms 
friend. He tried to show her an affection wMch he did 
not possess or, at least, which was continually obscured 
by gusts of involuntary hatred. He could not do it: he 
had a great generous lieart in Ms bosom, hungering to do 
good, and also a demon of violence, capable of much evil. 
TMs inward struggle and Ms consciousness of Ms inability 



for which he had a sort of disdainful condescension,— 
and was exasperated if a foreigner did not accept his 
lowly position. 

Christopher saw all that, but, being older and better 
versed in life, he did not worry about it. If such pride 
of race could not but be injurious, Christopher was not 
touched by it: he could appreciate the illusions of filial 
love, and never dreamed of criticising the exaggerations 
of a sacred feeling. Besides, humanity is profited by the 
vain belief of the nations in their mission. Of all the 
reasons at hand for feeling himself estranged from Em¬ 
manuel only one hurt him: Emmanuel’s voice, which at 
times rose to a shrill, piercing scream. Christopher’s ears 
suffered cruelly. He could not help making a face when 
it happened. He tried to prevent Emmanuel’s seeing it. 
He endeavoured to hear the music and not the instrument. 
There was such a beauty of heroism shining forth from 
the crippled poet when he evoked tjie victories of the mind, 
the forerunners of other victories, the conquest of the air, 
the “ flying God 55 who should upraise the peoples, and, 
like the star of Bethlehem, lead them in Ms train, in 



in disgrace, and oppressed ! Even the soul of a man like 

you so greatly regret, your fathers do not seem to have 
had any doubt as to their happiness, and the master him¬ 
self was under no illusion; he knew that when he disap¬ 
peared the world would say : “ Ouf !”.... What a 
wilderness of thought surrounds the Imperator / Over the 

Christopher did not say all that was in his mind. A 
few hints were enough to set Emmanuel in a fury, and he 
did not try the experiment again. But it was in vain 
that he kept his thoughts to himself : Emmanuel knew 
what he was thinking. More than that, he was obscurely 
conscious that Christopher saw farther than he. And he 
was only irritated by it.. Young people never forgive their 
elders for forcing them to see what they will see in twenty 
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“ He is right. Every man his own faith. A man must 
believe what he believes. God keep me from disturbing 
his confidence in the future !” 

But his mere presence upset Emmanuel. When two 
personalities are together, however hard they try to efface 
themselves, one always crushes the other, and the other 
always feels rancour and humiliation. Emmanuel’s pride 
was hurt by Christopher’s superiority in experience and 
character. And perhaps also he was keeping back the 
love which he felt growing in himself for him. 

He become more and more shy. He locked his door, 
and did not answer letters.—Christopher had to give up 
seeing him. 

During the first days of July Christopher reckoned up 
what he had gained by his few months5 stay in Paris: 
many new ideas, but few friends. Brilliant and derisory 
successes, in which he saw his own image and the image 
of his work weakened or caricatured in mediocre minds; 
and there is but scant pleasure in that. And he failed to 
win the sympathy of those by whom he would have loved 
to be understood; they had not welcomed his advances; 
he could not throw in his lot with them, however much 
he desired to share their hopes and to be their ally ; it was 
as though their uneasy vanity shunned his friendship and 
found more satisfaction in having him for an enemy. In 
short, he had let the tide of his own generation pass with¬ 
out passing with it, and the tide of the next generation 
would have nothing to do with him. He was isolated, 
and was not surprised, for all his life he had been accus¬ 
tomed to it. But now he thought he had won the right, 
after this fresh attempt, to return to his Swiss hermitage, 
until he had realised a project which for some time past 
had been taking shape. As he grew older he was tor¬ 
mented with the desire to return and settle down in his own 
country. He knew nobody there, and would find even 
less intellectual kinship than in th$ foreign city : but none 
the less it was his country : you do*not ask those of your 
blood to think your thoughts : between them and you 
there are a thousand secret ties; the senses learned to 



Christopher, rather shyly, and said not a word. Quickly 
he pulled himself together, and raised his limpid eyes, and 
looked at Mm with keen interest. Christopher smiled 
as he scanned the boy’s charming face, and the boy 
smiled too. 

“ Well ?” said Christopher. “ What do you want ?” 
“ I came,” said the boy. .. . 
(And once more he became confused, blushed, and was 

silent.) 
“ I can see that you have come,” said Christopher, 

laughing. “ But why have you come % Look at me. 
Are yon afraid of me ?” 

The boy smiled once more, shook Ms head, and said : 
“No” 
“ Bravo ! Then tell me who you are.” 
*£ I am .,, ” said the boy. 
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He stopped once more. His eyes wandered curiously 
round the room, and lighted on a photograph of Olivier 
on the mantelpiece. 

“ Come !” said Christopher. “ Courage !” 
The boy said : 
“ I am his son.55 
Christopher started : he got up from his chair, took hold 

of the boy's arms, and drew him to him ; he sank back into 
his chair and held him in a close embrace : their faces 
almost touched ; and he gazed and gazed at him, saying : 

“ My boy. ... My poor boy. . . 
Suddenly he took his face in his hands and kissed his 

brow, eyes, cheeks, nose, hair. The boy was frightened 
and shocked by such a violent demonstration, and broke 
away from him. Christopher let him go. He hid his 
face in his hand, and leaned his brow against the wall, and 
sat so for the space of a few moments. The boy had with¬ 
drawn to the other end of the room. Christopher raised 
his head. His face was at rest: he looked at the boy with 
an affectionate smile. 

“ I frightened you,55 he said. “ Forgive me. ... You 
see, I loved him.55 

The boy was still frightened, and said nothing. 
“ How like you are to him !55 said Christopher. . .. 

“ And yet I should not have recognised you. What is it 
that has changed ? . . .” 

He asked: 
“ What is your name 
“ Georges.55 
“ Oh ! yes. I remember. Christopher Olivier Georges. 

.. . How old are you ?55 
“ Fourteen.55 
“ Fourteen ! Is it so long ago ? .. . It is as though 

it were yesterday—or far back in the darkness of time. . . . 
How like you are to him 1 The same features. It is the 
same, and yet another. The same coloured eyes, but not 
the same eyes. The same smile, the same lips, but not the 
same voice. You are stronger. Ytfu hold yourself more 
erect: your face is fuller, but you blush just as he used 

do. Come, sit down, let us talk. Who sent you to X>4 
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<£ No one.55 
“ You came of your own accord ? How do you know 

about me V7 
“ People have talked to me about you.5* 
“Who r 
“ My mother.55 
“ Ah !55 said Christopher. “ Does she know that you 

came to see me ? 
“No.55 
Christopher said nothing for a moment; then he asked: 
“ Where do you live ?55 
<c Near the Parc Mon§eau.55 
“ You walked here % Yes ? It is a long way. You 

must be tired.55 
“ I am never tired.55 
cc Good ! Show me your arms.5* 
(He felt them.) 
“ You are a strong boy.... What put it into your 

head to come and see me ?55 
“ My father loved you more than anyone.55 
“ Did she tell you so ?55 
(He corrected himself.) 
“ Did your mother tell you so ?55 
“ Yes.55 
Christopher smiled pensively. He thought: u She too ! 

... How they all loved him ! Why did they not let him 
see it % . . • 

He went on : 
“ Why did you wait so long before you came I55 
“ I wanted to come sooner. But I thought you would 

not want to see me.55 
“ T !” 

JL • 

“ I saw you several weeks ago at the Chevillard concerts: 
I was with my mother, sitting a little away from you : I 
bowed to you : you looked through me, and frowned, and 
took no notice.” 

“ I looked at you ?.. . My poor boy, how could you 
think that ? . .. I ditf not see you. My eyes are tired. 
That is why I frown.... You don’t think me so cruel 
as that ?” 
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“ I think yon conld he cruel too, if you wanted to be.” 
“ Really ?” said Christopher. “ Hi that case, if you 

thought I did not want to see you, how did you dare to 
come ?” 

“ Because I wanted to see you.55 
efi And if I had refused to see you ?” 
“ I shouldn’t have let you do that.55 
He said this with a little decided air, at once shy and 

provoking. 
Christopher burst out laughing, and Georges laughed 

too. 
“ You would have sent me packing 1 Think of that! 

You rogue!... No, decidedly, you are not like your 
father.” 

A shadow passed over the boy’s mobile face. 
“ You think I am not like him ? But you said, just 

now. .. ? You don’t think he would have loved me ? 
You don’t love me ?” 

“ What difference does it make to you whether I love 
you or not ?” 

“ A great deal of difference.” 
“ Because .. . ?” 
“ Because I love you.” 
In a moment his eyes, his lips, all his features, took on 

a dozen different expressions, like the shadows of the 
clouds on an April day chasing over the fields before the 
spring winds. Christopher had the most lovely joy in 
gazing at him and listening to him ; it seemed to him that 
all the cares of the past were washed away; his sorrowful 
experiences, his trials, Ms sufferings and Olivier’s suffer¬ 
ings, all were wiped out: he was bom again in tMs 
young shoot of Olivier’s life. 

They talked on. Georges knew nothing of Christopher’s 
music until the last few months, but since Christopher had 
been in Paris, he had never missed a concert at which Ms 
work was played. He spoke of it with an eager expres¬ 
sion, Ms eyes shining and laughing with the tears not far 
behind : he was like a lover. He tdxd Christopher that he 
adored music, and that he wanted to be a composer. But 
after a question or two, Christopher saw that the boy 
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knew not even the elements of music. He asked about 
Ms work. Young Jeannin was at the lycee ; be said cheer¬ 
fully that he was not a good scholar. 

“ What are you best at ? Literature or science ?” 
“ Very much the same.5’ 
“ What % What ? Are you a dunce ?” 
The boy laughed frankly and said : 
“ I think so.55 
Then he added confidentially: 
“ But I know that I am not, all the same.” 
Christopher could not help laughing. 
“ Then why don’t you work ? Aren’t you interested 

in anything ?” 
“ No. I5m interested in everything.” 
“ Well, then, why ?” 
“ Everything is so interesting that there is no time... 
“ No time % What the devil do you do % 
He made a vague gesture : 
66 Many things. I play music, and games, and I go to 

exMbitions. I read. . . 
“ You -would do better to read your school-books.” 
“We never read anything interesting in school. ... 

Besides, we travel. Last month I went to England to see 
the Oxford and Cambridge match.” 

“ That must help your work a great deal!” 
“ Bah ! You learn much more that way than by stay¬ 

ing at the lycee.” 
“ And what does your mother say to that ?” 
c ‘ Mother is very reasonable. She does whatever I want.5 ’ 
“ You bad boy 1... You can thank your stars I am 

not your father. . . 
“ You wouldn’t have had a chance... 
It was impossible to resist his banter. 
“ Tell me, you traveller,” said Christopher. cc Do you 

know my country ?” 
“ Yes?” 
“ I bet you don’t know a word of German.” 
“ Yes, I do. I knG$r it quite well.” 
“ Let us see.” 
They began to talk German. The boy jabbered on 
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quite ungrammatically with the most droll coolness; he 
was very intelligent and wide awake, and guessed more 
than he understood : often he guessed wrong ; but he was 
the first to laugh at his mistakes. He talked eagerly about 
his travels and his reading. He had read a great deal, 
hastily, superficially, skipping half the pages, and invent¬ 
ing what he had left unread, but he was always urged on 
by a keen curiosity, for ever seeking reasons for enthusiasm. 
He jumped from one subject to another, and his face grew 
animatedas he talked of plays or books that hadmovedhim. 
There was no sort of order in his knowledge. It was impos¬ 
sible to tell how he could read right through a tenth-rate 
book, and yet know nothing of the greatest masterpieces. 

“ That is all very well,55 said Christopher. “ But you 
will never do anything if you do not work.55 

“ Oh ! I don’t need to. We are rich.55 
“ The devil! Then it is a very serious state of things. 

Do you want to be a man who does nothing and is good for 
nothing 

“ No. I should like to do everything. It is stupid to 
shut yourself up all your life in a profession.” 

“ But it is the only means yet discovered of doing sany 
good.55 

“ So they say !55 
“ What do you mean ? c So they say !5 . . . I say so. 

I’ve been working at my profession for forty years, and I 
am just beginning to get a glimmer of it.55 

“ Forty years, to learn a profession ! When can you 
begin to practise it ?55 

Christopher began to laugh. 
“ You little disputatious Frenchman !” 
“ I want to be a musician,55 said Georges. 
“Well, it is not too early for you to begin. Shall I 

teach you VJ 
“ Oh ! I should be so glad !55 
“ Come to-morrow. I’ll see what you are worth. If 

you are worth nothing, I shall forbi^ou ever to lay hands 
on a piano. If you have a real inclination for it, we’ll try 
and make something of you.... But, I warn you, I shall 
make you work.” 
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back into the mute intoxication, the buzzing of happiness, 
which had filled his ears and his heart during the first 
days of his friendship with Olivier. It was allied now 
with a graver and almost religious feeling which, through 
the living, saw the smile of the past.—He waited all the 
next day and the day after. Nobody came. Not even 
a letter of excuse. Christopher was very mournful, and 
cast about for excuses for the boy. He did not know 
where to write to him, and he did not know his address. 
Had he had it he would not have dared to write. When 
the heart of an older man is filled with love for a young 
creature, he feels a certain modesty about letting him 
see the need he has of him : he knows that the young 
man has not the same need : they are not evenly matched : 
and nothing is so much dreaded as to seem to be imposing 
oneself on a person who cares not a jot. 

The silence dragged on. Although Christopher suffered 
under it, he forced himself to take no step to hunt up 
the Jeannins. But every day he expected the boy, 
who never came. He did not go to Switzerland, but 
stayed through the summer in Paris. He thought him¬ 
self absurd, but he had no taste for travelling. Only 
when September cam^clid he decide to spend a few days 
at Fontainebleau. 

About the end of October Georges Jeannin came and 



Listen. Tell me frankly: Did your mother prevent 
you 1 . . . Does she dislike your seeing me ?” 

“ No. Not at all. She told me to come to-day.” 
“ What ?” 
C£ The last time I saw you before the holidays I told 

her everything when I got home. She told me I had 
done right, and she asked about you, and pestered me 
with a great many questions. When we came home 
from Brittany, three weeks ago, she made me promise 
to go and see you again. A week ago she reminded me 
again. This morning, when she found that I had not 
been, she was angry with me, and wanted me to go 
directly after breakfast, without more ado.” 

“ And aren’t you ashamed to tell me that % Must you 
be forced to come and see me ?” 

“ No. You mustn’t think that. . . . Oh ! I have 
annoyed you. Forgive me. ... I am a muddle-headed 
idiot. . . . Scold me, but don’t be angry with me. I 
love you. If I did not love you I should not have come. 
I was not forced to come. I can’t be forced to do any¬ 
thing but what I want to do.” 

“You rascal!” said Christopher, laughing in spite of 
himself. “And your musical projects, what about 
them ?” 

“ Oh ! I am still thinking about it.” 
“ That won’t take you very far.” 
“ I want to begin now. I eoqldn’t begin these last 

few months. I have had so mueli to do ! But now you 
shall see how I will work, if you still want to have any¬ 
thing to do with me... 
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(He looked slyly at Christopher.) 
“ You are an impostor,” said Christopher. 
“ You don’t take me seriously.” 
“ No, I don’t.” 
“It is too dreadful. Nobody takes me seriously. I 

lose all heart.” 
“ I shall take you seriously when I see you working.” 
“ At once, then.” 
“ I have no time now. To-morrow.” 
“ No. To-morrow is too far off. I can’t bear you 

to despise me for a whole day.” 
“ You bore me.” 
“ Please ! . . .” 
Smiling at his weakness, Christopher made him sit at 

the piano, and talked to him about music. He asked 
him many questions, and made him solve several little 
problems of harmony. Georges did not know much 
about it, but his musical instinct supplied the gaps of 
his ignorance; without knowing their names, he found 
the chords Christopher wanted; and even his mistakes 
in their awkwardness showed a curiosity of taste and 
a singularly acute sensibility. He did not accept Chris¬ 
topher’s remarks without discussion ; and the intelligent 
questions he asked in his turn bore witness to the sincerity 
of a mind that would not accept art as a devout formula 
to be repeated with the lips, but desired to live it for 
its own sake.—They did not only talk of music. In 
reference to harmony Georges would summon up pictures, 
the country, people. It was difficult to hold him in 
check: it was constantly necessary to bring him back 
to the middle of the road: and Christopher had not 
always the heart to do so. It amused him to hear the 
boy’s joyous chatter, so full of wit and life. What a 
difference there was between his nature and Olivier’s! 
With the one life was a subterranean river that flowed 
silently ; with the other all was above ground : a capricious 
stream disporting itself in the sun. And yet it was the 
same lovely, pure wafer, like their eyes With a smile, 
Christopher recognised in Georges certain instinctive 
antipathies, likings and dislikings, which he well knew. 
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and the naive intolerance, the generosity of heart which 
gives itself entirely to whatsoever it loves. . . . Only 
Georges loved so many things that he had no time to 
love any one thing for long. 

He came back the next day and the days following. 
He was filled with a youthful passion for Christopher, 
and he worked enthusiastically at his lessons. . . .—Then 
his enthusiasm palled, his visits grew less frequent. He 
came less and less often. Then he came no more, and 
disappeared for weeks. 

He was light-hearted, forgetful, naively selfish, and 
sincerely affectionate; he had a good heart and a quick 
intelligence which he expended piecemeal day by day. 
People forgave him everything because they were so 
glad to see him ; he was happy. . . . 

Christopher refused to judge him. He did not com¬ 
plain. He wrote to Jacqueline to thank her for having 
sent her son to him. Jacqueline replied with a short letter 
filled with restrained emotion: she expressed a hope that 
Christopher would be interested in Georges and help 
him in his life. Through shame and pride she could not 
bring herself to see him again. And Christopher thought 
he could not visit her without being invited.—So they 
stayed apart, seeing each other at a distance at concerts, 
bound together only by the boy’s infrequent visits. 

The winter passed. Grazia wrote but seldom. She 
was still faithful in her friendship for Christopher. But, 
like a true Italian, she was hardly at all sentimental, 
attached to reality, and needed to see people if she were, 
perhaps not to think of them, but certainly to take 
pleasure in talking to them. Her heart’s memory needed 
to be supported by having her sight’s memory refreshed 
from time to time. Her letters became brief and distant. 
She was as sure of Christopher as Christopher was of her. 
But their security gave out more light than warmth. 

Christopher did not feel his new disappointments very 
keenly. His musical activity wa^ enough to fill his life. 
When he reaches a certain age a vigorous artist lives 
much more in his art than in his life ; his life has become 
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the dream, Ms art the reality. His creative powers had 
been reawakened by contact with Paris. There is no 
stronger stimulant in the world than the sight of that 
city of work. The most pMegmatic natures are touched 
by its fever. Christopher, being rested by years of 
healthy solitude, brought to his work an enormous 
accumulation of force. Enriched by the new conquests 
for ever being made in the field of musical technique by 
the intrepid curiosity of the French, he hurled himself 
in his turn along the road to discovery: being more 
violent and barbarous than they, he went farther. But 
nothing in his new audacities was left to the hazardous 
mercies of his instinct. Christopher had begun to feel 
the need of clarity; all Ms life his genius had obeyed the 
rhythm of alternate currents : it was its law to pass from 
one pole to the other, and to fill everything between them. 
Having greedily surrendered in Ms last period to “ the 
eyes of chaos shining through the veil of order” even to 
rending the veil so as to see them more clearly, he was 
now striving to tear Mmself away from their fascination, 
and once more to throw over the face of the sphinx the 
magic net of the master mind. The imperial inspiration 
of Rome had passed over Mm. Like the Parisian art 
of that time, by the spirit of wMch he was infected, he 
was aspiring to order. But not—like the reactionaries 
who spent what was left of their energies in protecting 
their slumber—to order in Varsovia ; the good people 
who are always going back to Brahms—the Brahmses of 
all the arts, the thematics, the insipid neo-classics, in 
search of solace ! Might one not say that they are 
enfeebled with passion! You are soon done for, my 
friends. . . . No, it is not of your order that I speak. 
Mine has no kinship with yours. Mine is the order in 
harmony of the free passions and the free will.... Chris¬ 
topher was studying how in his art to maintain the just 
balance between the forces of life. These new chords, 
the new musical daimons that he had summoned from 
the abyss of sounds, w0re used to build clear symphonies, 
vast, sunlit buildings, like the Italian cupola’d basilicas. 

These plays and battles of the mind occupied him all 
VOL. IV. ^ 
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winter. And the winter passed quickly, although, in the 
evening, as he ended his day’s work and looked behind 
him at the tale of days, he could not have told whether it 
had been long or short, or whether he was still young or 
very old. 

Then a new ray of human sunshine pierced the veil 
of his dreams, and once more brought in the springtime. 
Christopher received a letter from Grazia, telling him 
that she was coming to Paris with her two children. 
Eor a long time she had planned to do so. Her cousin 
Colette had often invited her. Her dread of the effort 
necessary to interrupt her habits and to tear herself 
away from her careless tranquillity and the home she 
loved in order to plunge into the Parisian whirligig that 
she knew so well, had made her postpone the journey 
from year to year. This spring she was filled with 
melancholy, perhaps with a secret disappointment— 
(how many unspoken romances there are in the heart 
of a woman, unknown to others, often unconfessed to her¬ 
self !)—and she longed to go right away from Rome. A 
threatened epidemic gave her an excuse for hurrying on 
her children’s departure. She followed her letter to 
Christopher in a very few days. 

Christopher hastened to her as soon as he heard she 
was at Colette’s. He found her still absorbed and 
distant. He was hurt, but did not show it. By now he 
was almost rid of his egoism, and that gave him the 
insight of affection. He saw that she had some grief 
which she wished to conceal, and he suppressed his longing 
to know its nature. Only he strove to keep her amused 
by giving her a gay account of his misadventures and 
sharing with her his work and his plans, and he wrapped 
her round with his affection. Her mournful heart rested 
in the heart of her friend, and he spoke to her always 
of things other than that which was in both their minds. 
And gradually he saw the shadow of melancholy fade 
from her eyes, and their expression became nearly, and 
ever more nearly, intimate. So much so, that one day, 
as he was talking to her, he stopped suddenly, and in 
silence looked at her. 
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“What is it ?” she asked. 
“ To-day,55 he said, “ yon have come hack to me.” 
She smiled, and in a low voice she replied : 
“ Yes.55 
It was not easy for them to talk quietly together. 

They were very rarely alone. Colette gave them the 
pleasure of her presence more often than they wished. 
In spite of her eccentricities she was extremely kind and 
sincerely attached to Grazia and Christopher; but she 
never dreamed that she could be a nuisance to them. 
She had, of course, noticed—(for her eyes saw every¬ 
thing)—what she was pleased to call Christopher’s 
flirtation with Grazia; flirtation was her element, and 
she was delighted, and asked nothing better than to 
encourage it. But that was precisely what she was not 
required to do ; she was only desired not to meddle with 
things that did not concern her. It was enough for her 
to appear or to make an (indiscreet) discreet allusion to 
their friendship to one of them, to make Christopher and 
Grazia freeze and turn the conversation. Colette cast 
about among all the possible reasons, except one, and 
that the true one, for their reserve. Fortunately for 
them, she could never stay long. She was always coming 
and going, coming in, going out, superintending every¬ 
thing in her house, doing a dozen things at a time. In 
the intervals between her appearances Christopher and 
Grazia, left alone with the children, would resume the 
thread of their innocent conversation. They never spoke 
of the feelings that bound them together. Unre¬ 
strainedly they confided to each other their little daily 
happenings. Grazia, with feminine interest, inquired 
into Christopher’s domestic affairs. They were in a 
very bad way : he was always having ruptures with his 
housekeepers; he was continually being cheated and 
robbed by his servants. She laughed heartily but very 
kindly, ^nd with motherly compassion for the great 
child’s small practical sense. One day, when Colette left 
them after a longer visitation than usual, Grazia sighed : 

“ Poor Colette ! I love her dearly. . . . But how she 
bores me 
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“ I love her too,” said Christopher, “ if you mean by 
that that she bores us.” 

Grazia laughed: 
“ Listen. Will you let me ... (it is quite impossible 

for us to talk in peace here) . . . will you let me come to 
your house one day V’ 

He could hardly speak. 
“ To my house ! You will come V9 
“ If you don’t mind ?” 
<c Mind ! Mercy, no !” 
“Well, then, will you let me come on Tuesday ?” 
“ Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, any day you like.” 
“ Tuesday, at four. It is agreed ?” 
“ How good of you ! How good of you !” 
C£ Wait. There is a condition.” 
“ A condition ? Why ? Anything you like. You 

know that I will do it, condition or no condition.” 
“ I would rather make a condition.” 
“ I promise.” 
“ You don’t know what it is.” 
“ I don’t care. I promise. Anything you like.” 
“ But listen. You are so obstinate.” 
“ Tell me !” 
“ The condition is that between now and then you 

make no change in your rooms—none, you understand; 
everything must be left exactly as it is.” 

Christopher’s face fell. He looked abject. 
“ Ah ! That’s not playing the game.” 
“ You see, that’s what comes of giving your word too 

hastily ! But you promised.” 
“ But why do you want- 
“But I want to see you in your rooms as you are, 

every day, when you are not expecting me.” 
“ Surely you will let me—” 
“ Nothing at all. I shall allow nothing.” 
“ At least-” * 
“ No, no, no 1 I won’t listen to you, or else I won’t 

come, if you prefer it-” 
“ You know I would agree to anything if you will only 

come.” 
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“ Then von promise.” 
“ Yes.” 
“ On yonr word of honour ?” 
u Yes, you tyrant.” 
“ A good tyrant.” 
46 There is no such thing as a good tyrant: there are 

tyrants whom one loves and tyrants whom one detests.” 
“ And I am both ?” 
“ No. You are one of the first.” 
“ It is very humiliating.” 
On the appointed day she came. With scrupulous 

loyalty Christopher had not dared even to arrange the 
smallest piece of paper in his untidy rooms : he would 
have felt dishonoured had he done so. But he was in 
torture. He was ashamed of what his friend would think. 
Anxiously he awaited her arrival. She came punctually, 
not more than four or five minutes after the hour. She 
climbed up the stairs with her light, firm step. She rang. 
He was at the door and opened it. She was dressed 
with easy, graceful elegance. Through her veil he could 
see her tranquil eyes. They said “ Good-day ” in a 
whisper and shook hands: she was more silent than usual: 
he was awkward and emotional and said nothing, to 
avoid showing his feeling. He led her in without uttering 
the sentence he had prepared by way of excusing the 
untidiness of his room. She sat down in the best chair, 
and he sat near her. 

“ This is my work-room.” 
It was all he could find to say to her. 
There was a silence. She looked round slowly, with 

a kindly smile, and she, too, was much moved, though 
she would not admit it to herself. (Later she told him 
that when she was a girl she had thought of coming to 
him, but had been afraid as she reached the door.) She 
was strugk by the solitary aspect and the sadness of the 
place : the dark, narrow hall, the absolute lack of com¬ 
fort, the visible poverty, all went to her heart: she was 
filled with affectionate pity for her old friend, who, in 
spite of all his work and Ms sufferings and Ms celebrity, 
was unable to shake free of material anxiety. And at 
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the same time she was amused at the absolute indiffer¬ 
ence revealed by the bareness of the room that had no 
carpets, no pictures, no bric-a-brac, no armchair; no 
other furniture than a table, three hard chairs, and a 
piano: and papers, papers everywhere, mixed up with 
books, on the table, under the table, on the floor, on 
the piano, on the chairs—(she smiled as she thought how 
conscientiously he had kept his word). 

After a minute or two she asked him, pointing to his 
place at the table : 

“ Is that where you work V5 
“ No,55 he said. “ There.55 
He pointed to the darkest comer of the room, where 

there stood a low chair with its back to the light. She 
went and sat in it quietly, without a word. For a few 
minutes they were silent, for they knew not what to 
say. He got up and went to the piano. He played 
and improvised for half an hour; all around him he felt 
the presence of his beloved and an immense happiness 
filled his heart; with eyes closed he played marvellous 
things. Then she understood the beauty of the room, 
all furnished with divine harmonies : she heard his loving, 
suffering heart as though it were beating in her own 
bosom. 

When the music had died away, he stopped for a little 
while, quite still, at the piano: then he turned as he 
heard the breath of his beloved and knew that she was 
weeping. She came to Mm. 

cc Thank you l55 she murmured, and took Ms hand. 
Her lips were trembling a little. She closed her eyes. 

He did the same. For a few seconds they remained so, 
hand in hand ; and time stopped ; it seemed to them that 
for ages, ages, they had been lying pressed close together. 

She opened her eyes, and to shake off her emotion, she 
asked: c 

ct May I see the rest of the flat ?55 
Glad also to escape from his emotions, he opened the 

door into the next room; but at once he was ashamed. 
It contained a narrow, hard iron bed. 

On the wall there was a cast of the mask of Beethoven, 
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and near the bed, in a cheap frame, photographs of his 
mother and Olivier. On the dressing-table was another 
photograph : Grazia herself as a child of fifteen. He had 
found it in her album in Rome, and had stolen it. He 
confessed it, and asked her to forgive him. She looked 
at the face, and said : 

“ Can you recognise me in it ?” 
“ I can recognise you, and remember you.” 
“ Which of the two do you love best V9 she asked, 

pointing to herself. 
“ You are always the same. I love you always just 

the same. I recognise you everywhere. Even in the 
photograph of you as a tiny child. You do not know 
the emotion I feel as in this chrysalis I discern your soul. 
Nothing so clearly assures me that you are eternal. I 
loved you before you were bom, and I shall love you ever 
after. . . 

He stopped. She stood still and made no answer: 
she was filled with the sweet sorrow of love. When she 
returned to the work-room, and he had shown her through 
the window his little friendly tree, full of chattering 
sparrows, she said : 

“ Now, do you know what we will do ? We will have 
a feast. I brought tea and cakes because I knew you 
would have nothing of the kind. And I brought some¬ 
thing else. Give me your overcoat.55 

“ My overcoat ?” 
“ Yes. Give it me.” 
She took needles and cotton from her bag. 
“ What are you going to do ?55 
“ There were two buttons the other day which made 

me tremble for their fate. Where are they now 
“ True. I never thought of sewing them on. It is so 

tiresome !” 
“ Poor boy ! Give it me.” 
“ I aih ashamed.55 
“ Go and make tea.” 
He brought the tattle and the spirit-lamp into the 

room, so as not to miss a moment of his friend’s stay. 
As she sewed she watched his clumsy ways stealthily 
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and maliciously. They drank their tea out of cracked 
cups, which she thought Itorrible, dodging the cracks, 
while he indignantly defended them, because they re¬ 
minded him of his life with Olivier. 

Just as she was going, he asked : 
“ You are not angry with me 
“ Why should I be 
“ Because of the litter here V9 
She laughed. 
“ I will make it tidy.55 
As she reached the threshold and was just going to 

open the door, he knelt and kissed her feet. 
“What are you doing ?” she said. “You foolish, 

ioolish dear ! Good-bye !” 

They agreed that she should come once a week on a 
certain day. She had made him promise that there 
should be no more outbursts, no more kneelings, no 
more kissing of her feet. She breathed forth such a gentle 
tranquillity, that even when Christopher was in his 
most violent mood, he was influenced by it; and although 
when he was alone, he often thought of her with passionate 
desire, when they were together they were always like 
good comrades. Never did word or gesture escape him 
which could disturb his friend’s peace. 

On Christopher’s birthday she dressed her little girl 
as she herself had been when they first met in the old 
days; and she made the child play the piece that Chris¬ 
topher used to make her play. 

But all her grace and tenderness and sweet friendship 
were mingled with contradictory feelings. She was 
frivolous, and loved society, and delighted in being 
courted, even by fools; she was a coquette, except with 
Christopher,—even with Christopher. When he was 
very tender with her, she would be deliberately cold and 
reserved. When he was cold and reserved she would 
become tender and tease him affectionately. She was 
the most honest of women. But ev5n in the most honest 
and the best of women there is always a girl. She insisted 
on standing well with the world, and conformed to the 



THE NEW DAWN 457 

conventions. She had fine musical gifts, and understood 
Christopher s work ; but she was not much interested in 
it—(and be knew it). To a true Latin woman art 
Of worth only in proportion as it leads back to’life to 
life and love. • . . The love which is for ever seething 
slumbering, in the depths of the voluptuous body. 
What has she to do with the tragic meditations the 
tormented symphonies, the intellectual passions of the 
North ? She must have music in which her hidden 
desires can unfold, with the minimum of effort an opera 
which is passionate life without the fatigue of the passions’ 
a sentimental, sensual, lazy art. ’ 

She was weak and changing: she could only apply 
herself intermittently to any serious study: she must 
have amusement; rarely did she do on the morrow what 
she had decided to do the night before. She had so many 
childish ways, so many little disconcerting caprices'! 
The restless nature of woman, her morbid and periodically 
unreasonable character. She knew it and th^ri tried to 
isolate herself. She knew her weaknesses, and blamed 
herself for her failure to resist them, since they distressed 
her friend ; sometimes, without his knowing it, she made 
real sacrifices for him ; but, when all was told, her nature 
was the stronger. For the rest, Grazia could not bear 
Christopher to seem to be commanding her ; and, once or 
twice, by way of asserting her independence, she did the 
opposite of what he asked her. At once she regretted 
it; at night she would be filled with remorse that she 
could not make Christopher happier ; she loved him more 
than she would let him see ; she felt that her friendship 
with him was the best part of her life. As usually 
happens with two very different people, they were more 
united when they were not together. In truth, if they 
had been thrust apart by a misunderstanding, the fault 
was not altogether Christopher’s, as he honestly believed. 
Even when in the old days Grazia most dearly loved 
Christopher, would she have married him ? She would 
perhaps have given Mfti her life ; but would she have so 
given herself as to live all her life with him ? She knew 
(though she did not confess it to Christopher) that she 
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had loved her husband, and, even now, after all the 
harm he had done her, loved him as she had never loved 
Christopher. . . . The secrets of the heart, the secrets of 
the body, of which one is not very proud, and hides from 
those dear to one, as much out of respect for them, as in 
complacent pity for oneself. . . . Christopher was too 
masculine to divine them: but every now and then, in 
flashes, he would see how little the woman he most 
dearly loved, who truly loved him, belonged to him— 
and that he could not wholly count on anyone, on anyone, 
in life. His love was not quenched by this perception. 
He even felt no bitterness. Grazia’s peace spread over 
him. He accepted everything. 0 life, why should I 
reproach thee for that which thou canst not give ? Art 
thou not very beautiful and very blessed as thou art ? 
I must fain love thy smile, Gioconda. . . . 

Christopher would gaze at his beloved’s beautiful face, 
and read in it many things of the past and the future. 
During the long years when he had lived alone, travelling, 
speaking little but seeing much, he had acquired, almost 
unconsciously, the power of reading the human face, 
that rich and complex language formed by the ages. It 
is a thousand times richer and more complex than the 
spoken language. The spirit of the race is expressed in 
it. . . . There are perpetual contrasts between the lines 
of the face and the words that come from it. Take the 
profile of a girl, clear-cut, a little hard, in the Burne-Jones 
style, tragic, consumed by a secret passion, jealousy, a 
Shakespearian sorrow. . . . She speaks: and, behold, 
she is a little bourgeois creature, as stupid as an owl, a 
selfish, commonplace coquette, with no idea of the terrible 
forces inscribed upon her body. And yet such passion, 
such violence are in her. In what shape will they one 
day spring forth ? Will it be in the lust of gain, con¬ 
jugal jealousy, or splendid energy, or morbM wicked¬ 
ness i There is no knowing. It may be that she will 
transmit them to another creature of her blood before 
the times comes for the eruption.** But it is an element 
with which we have to reckon as, like a fatality, it hovers 
above the race. 
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Grazia also bore the weight of that uneasy heritage, 
which, of all the patrimony of ancient families, is the 
least in danger of being dissipated in transit. She, at 
least, was aware of it. It is a great source of strength to 
know our weakness, to make ourselves, if not the masters, 
the pilots of the soul of the race to which we are bound, 
which bears us like a vessel upon its waters,—to make 
fate our instrument, to use it as a sail which we furl or 
clew up according to the wind. When Grazia closed her 
eyes, she could hear within herself more than one dis¬ 
turbing voice, of a tone familiar to her. But in her 
healthy soul even the dissonances were blended to form 
a profound, soft music, under the guiding hand of her 
harmonious reason. 

Unhappily it is not within our power to transmit the 
best of our blood to the creatures of our blood. 

Of Grazia’s two children, the little girl, Aurora, who 
was eleven years old, was like her mother; she was not 
so pretty, being a little coarser in fibre ; she had a slight 
limp ; she was a good little girl, affectionate and gay, 
with splendid health, abundant good nature, few natural 
gifts, except idleness, a passion for doing nothing. Chris¬ 
topher adored her. When he saw her with Grazia he 
felt the charm of a twofold creature, seen at two ages 
of life, two generations together. . . . Two flowers upon 
one stem; a Holy Family of Leonardo, the Virgin and 
Saint Anne, different shades of the same smile. With 
one glance he could take in the whole blossoming of a 
woman’s soul; and it was at once fair and sad to see: 
he could see whence it came and whither it was going. 
There is nothing more natural than for an ardent, chaste 
heart to love two sisters at one and the same time, or 
mother and daughter. Christopher would have loved 
the woman of his love through all her descendants, just 
as in her he loved the stock of which she came. Her every 
smile, her every tear, every line in her face, were they not 
living beings, the menlhries of a life which was before her 
eyes opened to the light, the forerunners of a life which 
was to come, when her eyes should be for ever closed % 
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The little boy, Lionello, was nine. He was much 
handsomer than his sister, of a finer stock, too fine, worn 
out and bloodless, wherein he was like his father. He 
was intelligent, well-endowed with bad instincts, demon¬ 
strative, and dissembling. He had big blue eyes, long, 
girlish, fair hair, a pale complexion, a delicate chest, and 
was morbidly nervous, which last, being a bom comedian 
and strangely skilled in discovering people’s weaknesses, 
he upon occasion turned to good account. Grazia was 
inclined to favour him, with the natural preference of a 
mother for her least healthy child,—and also through 
the attraction which all kindly, good women feel for 
the sons who are neither well nor ill (for in them a part 
of their life which they have suppressed finds solace). 
In such attraction there is something of the memory of 
the husbands who have made them suffer, whom they 
loved even while they despised them, or the strange 
flora of the soul, which wax strong in the dark, humid 
hot-house of concsience. 

In spite of Grazia’s care equally to bestow her tender¬ 
ness upon her children, Aurora felt the difference, and 
was a little hurt by it. Christopher divined her feeling, 
and she divined Christopher’s : they came together in¬ 
stinctively ; while between Christopher and Lionello there 
was an antipathy which the boy covered up with exagger¬ 
ated, lisping,charming ways,—and Christopher thrust from 
him as a shameful feeling. He wrestled with himself and 
forced himself to cherish this other man’s child as though 
he were the child whom it would have been ineffably 
sweet for him to have had by the beloved. He would 
not allow himself to see Lionello’s bad nature or anything 
that could remind him of the “ other man ” : he set 
himself to find in him only Grazia. She, more clear¬ 
sighted, was under no illusions about her son, and she 
only loved him the more. r 

However, the disease which for years had been lying 
dormant in the boy broke out. Consumption supervened. 
Grazia resolved to go and shut herself up in a sana¬ 
torium in the Alps with Lionello. Christopher begged to 
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be allowed to go with her. To avoid scandal she dis¬ 
suaded him. He was hurt by the excessive importance 
which she attached to the conventions. 

She went away and left her daughter with Colette. 
It was not long before she began to feel terribly lonely 
among the sick people who talked of nothing but their 
illness, surrounded by the pitiless mountains rising above 
the rags and tatters of men. To escape from the depress¬ 
ing spectacle of the invalids with their spittoons spying 
upon each other and marking the progress of death over 
each one of them, she left the Palace hospital, and took 
a chalet, where she lived aloof with her own little invalid. 
Instead of improving Lionello’s condition, the high 
altitude aggravated it. His fever waxed greater. Grazia 
spent nights of anguish. Christopher knew it by his 
keen intuition, although she told him nothing : for she 
was growing more and more rigid in her pride; she 
longed for Christopher to be with her, but she had for¬ 
bidden him to follow her, and she could not bring herself 
to confess : “lam too weak, I need you. . . .” 

One evening, as she stood in the veranda of the chalet 
in the twilight hour, which is so bitter for hearts in 
agony, she saw ... she thought she saw coming up from 
the station of the funicular railway ... a man walking 
hurriedly: he stopped, hesitating, with Ms back a little 
bowed. She went indoors to avoid his seeing her: she 
held her hands over her heart, and, quivering with 
emotion, she laughed. Although she was not at all 
religious she knelt down, Md her face in her hands ; she 
felt the need of thanking someone. . . . But he did not 
come. She went back to the window, and, Mding behind 
the curtains, looked out. He had stopped, leaning against 
a fence round a field, near the gate of the chalet. He 
dared not enter. And, even more perturbed than he, 
she smiled, and said in a low voice : 

“Come...” , „ „ . 
At last he made up his mind and rang the bell. Already 

she was at the door, aSd she opened it. His eyes looked 
at her like the eyes of a faithful dog, who is afraid of being 
beaten. He said: 
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“ I came. ... Forgive me. . . 
She said: 
“ Thank you.” 
Then she confessed how she had expected him. Chris¬ 

topher helped her to nurse the boy, whose condition was 
growing worse. His heart was in the task. The boy 
treated him with irritable animosity: he took no pains 
now to conceal it: he said many malicious things to him. 
Christopher put it all down to his illness. He was ex¬ 
traordinarily patient. He passed many painful days by 
the boy’s bedside, until the critical night, on passing 
through which, Lionello, whom they had given up for 
lost, was saved. And they felt then such pure happiness 
—watching hand in hand over the little invalid—-that 
suddenly she got up, took her cloak and hood, and led 
Christopher out of doors, along the road, in the snow, 
the silence and the night, under the cold stars. Leaning 
on his arm, excitedly breathing in the frozen peace of the 
world, they hardly spoke at all. They made no allusion 
to their love. Only when they returned, on the threshold, 
she said: 

“ My dear, dear friend ! . . .” 
And her eyes were lit up by the happiness of having 

saved her child. 
That was all. But they felt that the bond between 

them had become sacred. 

On her return to Paris after Lionello’s long convales¬ 
cence, she took a little house at Passy, and did not worry 
any more about “ avoiding scandal55: she felt brave 
enough to dare opinion for her friend’s sake. Their life 
henceforth was so intimately linked that it would have 
seemed cowardly to her to conceal the friendship which 
united them at the—inevitable—risk of having it slan¬ 
dered. She received Christopher at all hours of the day, 
and was seen with him out walking and at ther theatre : 
she spoke familiarly to him in company. Colette thought 
they were making themselves tofif conspicuous. Grazia 
would stop her hints with a smile, and quietly go her 
way. 



Madame *Amaud was more than fifty. Her husband 
was sixty-fi*5e or sixty-six. Both seemed to be older. 
He had grown stout: she was very thin and rather 
shrunken: spare though she had been in the old days, 
she was now just a wisp of a woman. After Amaud’s 
retirement they had gone to live in a house in the country. 
They had no link with the life of the time save the news¬ 
paper, which in the torpor of their little town and their 
drowsy life brought them the tardy echo of the voice 
of the world. Once ^fchey saw Christopher’s name. 
Madame Amaud wrote .him a few affectionate, rather 
ceremonious words, to tell him how glad they were of his 
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fame. He took the train at once without letting them 
know. 

He found them in the garden, dozing under the round 
canopy of an ash, on a warm summer afternoon. They 
were like Boecklin’s old couple, sleeping hand in hand, 
in an arbour. Sun, sleep, old age overwhelm them: 
they are fading, they are already half-buried in the 
eternal dream. And, as the last gleam of their life, 
their tenderness persists to the end. The clasp of their 
hands, the dying warmth of their bodies. . . .—They were 
delighted to see Christopher, for the sake of all the 
memories of the past he brought with him. They talked 
of the old days, which at that distance seemed brilliant 
and Ml of light. Amaud loved talking, but he had lost 
his memory for names. Madame Arnaud whispered them 
to him. She liked saying nothing and preferred listening 
to talking : but the image of the old times had been kept 
alive and clear in her silent heart: in glimmers they 
would appear sharply before her like shining pebbles in 
a stream. There was one such memory that Christopher 
more than once saw reflected in her eyes as she looked 
at Mm with affectionate compassion: but Olivier’s name 
was not pronounced. Old Amaud plied Ms wife with 
touching, awkward little attentions ; he was fearful lest 
she should catch cold, or be too hot; he would gaze 
hungrily with anxious love at her dear, faded face, 
and with a weary smile she would try to reassure Mm. 
Christopher watched them tenderly, with a little 
envy. ... To grow old together. To love in the 
dear companion even the wear of tii$<e: To say: “ I 
know those lines round her eyes add nose. I have 
seen them coming. I know when they came.” Her 
scant grey hair has lost its colour, day by day, in 
my company, sometMng because of me, alas! Her 
sweet face has swollen and grown red in the fires of the 
weariness and sorrow that have consumed us. * My soul, 
how much better I love thee for that thou hast suffered 
and grown old with me. E^eiy^ne of thy wrinkles is 
to me as music from the past.Y;The charm of these 
old people, who, after the long v(gil of life, spent side by 
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side, go side by side to sleep in the peace of the night I 
To see them was both sweet and profitable and sorrowful 
for Christopher. Oh ! How lovely had life and death 
been thus ! . . . 

When he next saw Grazia, he could not help telling her 
of his visit. He did not tell her of the thoughts roused 
in him by his visit. But she divined them. He was 
tender and wistful as he spoke. He turned his eyes away 
from her and was silent every now and then. She looked 
at him and smiled, and Christopher’s unease infected her. 

That evening, when she was alone in her room, she 
lay dreaming. She went over the story Christopher had 
told her : but the image she saw through it was not that 
of the old couple sleeping under the ash : it was the shy, 
ardent dream of her friend. And her heart was filled 
with love for him. She lay in the dark and thought: 

u Yes. It is absurd, criminal and absurd, to waste 
the opportunity for such happiness. What joy in the 
world can equal the joy of making the man you love 
happy ? . . . What ! Do I love him ? . . .” 

She was silent, deeply moved, listening to the answer 
of her heart. 

“ I love him.” 
Just then a dry, hard, hasty cough came from the 

next room where the children were sleeping. Grazia 
pricked her ears : since the boy’s illness she had always 
been anxious. She called out to him. He made no 
reply, and went on coughing. She sprang from her bed 
and went to him. He was irritated, and moaned, and 
said that he was not well, and broke out coughing again. 

“ What is the matter ?” 
He did not reply, but only groaned that he was ill. 
“ My darling, please tell me what is the matter 
“ I don’t know.” 
^ jg here 
<£ Yes. ^ No. I don’t know. I am ill all over.” 
On that he had a fresh fit of coughing, violent and 

exaggerated. Grazia ^as alarmed: she had a feeling 
that he was forcing himself to cough: but she was 
ashamed of her thought, as she saw the boy sweating and 

VOL. iv. 80 
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choking for breath. She kissed him and spoke to him 
tenderly ; he seemed to grow calmer ; but as soon as she 
tried to leave him he broke out coughing again. She had 
to stay shivering by his bedside, for he would not even 
allow her to go away to dress herself, and insisted on her 
holding his hand ,* and he would not let her go until he 
fell asleep again. Then she went to bed, chilled, uneasy, 
harassed. And she found it impossible to gather up the 
threads of her dreams. 

The boy had a singular power of reading his mother’s 
thoughts. This instinctive genius is often—though 
seldom in such a high degree—to be found in creatures 
of the same stock : they hardly need to look at each other 
to know each other’s thoughts : they can guess them by 
the breathing, by a thousand imperceptible signs. This 
natural aptness, which is fortified by living together, was 
in Lionello sharpened and refined by his ever wakeful 
malevolence. He had the insight of the desire to hurt. 
He detested Christopher. Why ? Why does a child 
take a dislike to a person who has never done him any 
harm ? It is often a matter of chance. It is enough for a 
child to have begun by persuading himself that he detests 
someone, for it to become a habit, and the more he is 
argued with the more desperately he mil cling to it. 
But often, again, there are deeper reasons for it, which 
pass the child’s understanding: he has no idea of them.... 
From the first moment when he saw Christopher, the 
son of Count Bereny had a feeling of animosity towards the 
man whom his mother had loved. It was as though he 
had instinctively felt the exact moment when Grazia 
began to think of marrying Christopher. From that 
moment on he never ceased to spy upon them. He was 
always between them, and refused to leave the room 
whenever Christopher came ; or he would manage to 
burst in upon them when they were sitting together. 
More than that, when his mother was alone, thinking 
of Christopher, he seemed to divcne her thoughts. He 
would sit near her and watch her. His gaze would 
embarrass her and almost make her blush. She would 
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give them a respite, partly because he was tired of his 
play-acting, partly because his child’s nature took posses¬ 
sion of him again, and made him think of something else. 
(He was sure now that he had won the day.) 

Then, quickly, quietly, they would seize their oppor¬ 
tunity. Every hour that they could steal in this wav 
was the more precious to them as they could never be 
sure of enjoying it to the end. How near they felt to 
each other l Why could they not always be so ! . . . 
One day Grazia herself confessed to her regret. Chris¬ 
topher took her hand. 

Yes. Why f’he asked. 
“ You know why, my dear,55 she said, with a miserable 

smile. 
Christopher knew. He knew that she was sacrificing their 

happiness to her son : he knew that she was not deceived 
by Lionello’s lies, that she still adored him : he knew 
the blind egoism of such domestic affections which make 
the best pour out their reserves of devotion to the advan¬ 
tage of the bad or mediocre creatures of their blood, so 
that there is nothing left for them to give to those who 
would be more worthy, whom they love best, but who 
are not of their blood. And although he was irritated 
by it, although there were times when he longed to kill 
the little monster who was destroying their lives, yet 
he bowed his head in silence, and understood that Grazia 
could not do otherwise. 

So they renounced their life without vain recrimina¬ 
tion. But if the happiness which was their right could 
be snatched from them, nothing could prevent the union 
of their hearts. Their very renunciation, their common 
sacrifice, held them by bonds stronger than those of the 
flesh. Each confided the sorrow of it all to the other, 
passed over the burden of it, and took on the other’s 
suffering : so even their sorrow became joy. Christopher 
called Grazia “ his confessor,55 He did not hide from 
her the weaknesses from which his pride had to suffer : 
rather he accused himself with tod*great contrition and 
she would smilingly soothe his boyish scruples, He even 
confessed to her his material poverty; but he could only 
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bring himself to do that after it had been agreed between 
them that she should neither offer him, nor he accept 
from her, any help. It was the last barrier of pride 
which he upheld and she respected. In place of the 
well-being which she could not bring into her friend’s life, 
she found many ways of filling it with what was in-, 
finitely more precious to him—namely, her tenderness.* 
He felt the breath of it all about him, during every hour 
of the day : he never opened his eyes in the morning, 
never closed them at night, without a prayer of love 
and adoration. And when she awoke, or at night, as 
often happened, lay for hours without sleeping, she 
thought: 

“ My dear is thinking of me.” 
And a great peace came upon them and surrounded 

them. 

However, her health had given way. Grazia was con¬ 
stantly in bed, or had to spend the day lying on a sofa. 
Christopher used to go every day and read to her, and 
show her his new work. Then she would get up from 
the chair, and limp to the piano, for her feet were swollen. 
She would play the music he had brought. It was the 
greatest joy she could give him. Of all his pupils she 
and Gecile were the most gifted. But while Ceeile had 
an instinctive feeling for music, with hardly any under¬ 
standing of it, to Grazia it was a lovely harmonious 
language full of meaning for her. The demoniac quality 
in life and art escaped her altogether: she brought to 
bear on it the clarity of her intelligence and heart. 
Christopher’s genius was saturated with her clarity. His 
friend’s playing helped him to understand the obscure 
passions he had expressed. With closed eyes he would 
listen, and follow her, and hold her by the hand, as she 
led him through the maze of his own thoughts. By 
living in his music through Grazia’s soul, he was wedded 
to her soul and possessed it. From this mysterious con¬ 
jugation sprang musit? which was the fruit of the mingling 
of their lives. One day, as he brought her a collection 
of his works, woven of his substance and hers, he said : 
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“ Hebe, leidende, und dock so rilhrende, heitre Freundin ” 
(“ Ms dear, suffering, toucMng friend, always so bright 
and cheerful ”). And sometimes, in the evening, when 
he left her with Ms heart big with love so that he could 
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Their tranquillity lasted for months. They thought it 
would last for ever. The boy seemed to have forgotten 
them : Ms attention was distracted by other things. But 
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hid his own grief at the approach of the day of parting : 
he made no effort to postpone it; and they were out¬ 
wardly calm, and, though inwardly they were very far 
from it, yet they succeeded in forcing it upon each other. 

The day came. A September morning. They had 
left Paris together in the middle of July, and spent their 
last weeks in Switzerland in a mountain hotel, near the 
place where they had met again six years ago. 

They were unable to go out the last five days : the 
rain came down in unceasing torrents : they were almost 
alone in the hotel, for all the other travellers had fled. 
The rain stopped on their last morning, but the moun¬ 
tains were still covered with clouds. The children went 
on ahead with the servants in another carriage. She 
drove off. He accompanied her to the place where the 
road began to descend in steep windings to the plain of 
Italy. The mist came in under the hood of the carriage. 
They were very close together, and they said no word: 
they hardly looked at each other. A strange light, half¬ 
day, half-night, wrapped them round. . . . Grazia*s 
breath left little drops of water on her veil. He pressed 
her little hand, warm under her cold glove. Their faces 
came together. Through her wet veil he kissed her dear 
lips. 

They came to the turn of the road. He got down, 
and the carriage plunged on into the mist and disappeared. 
For a long time he could hear the rumbling of the wheels 
and the horses’ hoofs. Great masses of white mist rolled 
over the fields. Through the close tracery of the branches 
the dripping trees dropped water. Not a breath of wind. 
The mist was stifling life. Christopher stopped, chok¬ 
ing. . . • There was nothing now. Everything had 
gone. . . . 

He took in a long breath, filling his lungs with the 
mist, and walked on. Nothing passes for him who does 
not pass. 
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Absence adds to tlxe power of those we love. The heart 
retains only what is dear to us in them. The echo of 
each word coming through space from the distant friend, 
rings out in the silence, faithfully answering. 

The correspondence of Christopher and Grazia took 
on the serious and restrained tone of a couple who are 
no longer in the dangerous period of trial of love, but, 
having passed it, feel sure of the road and march on 
hand in hand. Each was strong to sustain and direct 
the other, weak and yielding to the other’s support and 
direction. 

Christopher returned to Paris. He had vowed never 
to go there again. But what are such vows worth ? He 
knew that he would find there the shade of Grazia. And 
circumstances, conspiring with his secret desires against 
his will, showed him a new duty to fulfil in Paris. Colette, 
well informed as to society gossip, told Christopher that 
his young friend Jeannin was making a fool of himself. 
Jacqueline, who had always been weak in her dealings 
with her son, could not hold him in check. She herself 
was passing through a strange crisis, and was too much 
occupied with herself to pay much heed to him. 

Since the unhappy adventure which had destroyed 
Olivier’s marriage and life, Jacqueline had lived a 
very worthy life. She withdrew from Parisian society, 
which, after imposing on her a hypocritical sort of 
quarantine, had made fresh advances to her, which she 
had rejected. She was not at all ashamed of what she 
had done as far as these people were concerned : she 
thought she had no reason to account to them for it, 
for they were more worthless thai& she : what she had 
done openly, half the women she knew did by stealth, 
under cover of their homes. She suffered only from the 

r 
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thought of the wrong she had done her nearest and 
dearest, the only man she had loved. She could not 
forgive herself for having, in so poor a world, lost an 
affection like his. 

Her regrets, and her sorrow, grew less acute with time. 
There were left only a sort of mute suffering, a humiliated 
contempt for herself and others, and the love of her 
child. This affection, into which she poured all her 
meed of love, disarmed her before him; she could not 
resist Georges’s caprices. To excuse her weakness she 
persuaded herself that she was paying for the wrong she 
had done Olivier. She had alternate periods of exalted 
tenderness and weary indifference : sometimes she would 
worry Georges with her exacting, anxious love, and 
sometimes she would seem to tire of him, and she let 
him do as he liked. She admitted to herself that she 
was bringing him up badly, and she would torment her¬ 
self with the admission ; but she made no change. When, 
as she rarely did, she tried to model her principles of 
conduct on Olivier’s way of thinking, the result was 
deplorable. At heart she wished to have no authority 
over her son save that of her affection. And she was not 
wrong : for between these two, however similar they might 
be, there were no bonds save those of the heart. Georges 
Jeannin was sensible of his mother’s physical charm : 
he loved her voice, her gestures, her movements, her 
grace, her love. But in mind he was conscious of stranger- 
hood to her. She only saw it as he began to grow into 
a man, when he turned from her. Then she was amazed 
and indignant, and attributed the estrangement to other 
feminine influences: and, as she tried awkwardly to 
combat them, she only estranged him more. In reality, 
they had always lived, side by side, each preoccupied 
with totally different interests, deceiving themselves as 
to the gjulf that lay between them, with the aid of their 
common surface sympathies and antipathies, which dis¬ 
appeared when the man began to spring forth from the 
boy (that ambiguous Creature, still impregnated with the 
perfume of womanhood). And bitterly Jacqueline would 
say to her son : 
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UI don’t know whom you take after. You are not 
like your father or me.” 

So she made him feel all that lay between them; and 
he took a secret pride that was yet feverish and uneasy. 

The younger generation has always a keener sense 
than the elder of the things that lie between them ; they 
need to gain assurance of the importance of their ex¬ 
istence, even at the cost of injustice or of lying to them¬ 
selves. But this feeling varies in its acuteness from one 
period to another. In the classic ages when, for a time, 
the balance of the forces of a civilisation are realised,— 
those high plateaux ending on all sides with steep slopes— 
the difference in level is not so great from one genera¬ 
tion to another. But in the ages of renascence or de¬ 
cadence, the young men climbing or plunging down the 
giddy slopes, leave their predecessors far behind.— 
Georges, like the other young men of his time, was 
ascending the mountain. 

He was superior neither in character nor in mind: he 
had many aptitudes, none of which rose above the level 
of elegant mediocrity. And yet, without any effort on his 
part, he found himself at the outset of his career several 
grades higher than his father, who, in his short life, had 
expended an incalculable amount of intellect and energy. 

b Hardly were the eyes of his mind opened upon the 
light of day than he saw all round him the heaped-up 
darkness, pierced by luminous gleams, the masses of 
knowledge and ignorance, warring truths, contradictory 
errors, in which his father and the men of his father’s 
generation had feverishly groped their way. But at the 
same time he became conscious of a weapon in his power 
which they had never known : his force. . . . 

Whence did he have it ? . . . Who can tell the mystery 
of the resurrections of a race, sleeping, worn out, which 
suddenly awakes brimming like a mountain tprrent in 
the spring !. . . What would he do with his force ? Use 
it in his turn to explore the inextricable thickets of 
modem thought % They had no attraction for him. He 
was oppressed by the menacing dangers which lurked in 
them. They had crushed his father. Rathe* than renew 
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that experience and enter the tragic forest he would have 
set fire to it. He had only to glance at the books of 
wisdom or sacred folly which had intoxicated Olivier : the 
Nihilist pity of Tolstoi, the sombre destructive pride of 
Ibsen, _ the frenzy of Nietzsche, the heroic, sensual 
pessimism of Wagner. He had turned away from them 
in anger and terror. He hated the realistic writers who, 
for half a century, had killed the joy of art. He could 
not, however, altogether blot out the shadows of the 
sorrowful dream in which he had been cradled. He 
would not look behind him, but he well knew that the 
shadow was there. He was too healthy to seek a counter- 
irritant to his uneasiness in the lazy scepticism of the 
preceding epoch : he detested the dilettantism of men 
like Renan and Anatole France, with their degradation 
of the free intellect, their joyless mirth, their irony with¬ 
out greatness : a shameful method, fit for slaves, playing 
with the chains which they are impotent to break. 

He was too vigorous to be satisfied with doubt, too 
weak to create the conviction which, with all his soul, 
he desired. He asked for it, prayed for it, demanded it. 
And the eternal snappers-up of popularity, the great 
writers, the sham thinkers at bay, exploited this imperious 
and agonised desire, by beating the drums and shouting 
the clap-trap of their nostrum. From trestles, each of 
these Hippocrates bawled that his was the only true elixir, 
and decried all the rest. Their secrets were all equally 
worthless. None of these pedlars had taken the trouble 
to find a new recipe. They had hunted about among their 
old empty bottles. The panacea of one was the Catholic 
Church: another’s was legitimate monarchy: yet another’s, 
the classic tradition. There were queer fellows who 
declared that the remedy for all evils lay in the return 
to Latin. Others seriously prognosticated, with an 
enormorm word which imposed on the herd, the domina¬ 
tion of the Mediterranean spirit. (They would have been 
just as ready at some other time to talk of the Atlantic 
spirit.) Against the barbarians, of thelNorth and the East 
they pompously set up the heirs of a new Roman 
Empire. . . . Words, words, all second-hand. The 

* 
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refuse of the libraries scattered to the winds.—Like all 
bis comrades, young Jeannin went from one showman 
to another, listened to their patter, was sometimes taken 
in by it, and entered the booth, only to come out dis¬ 
appointed and rather ashamed of having spent his time 
and his money in watching old clowns buffooning in 
shabby rags. And yet, such is youth’s power of illusion, 
such was his certainty of gaining certainty, that he was 
always taken in by each new promise of each new vendor 
of hope. He was very French, of a hypercritical temper, 
and an innate lover of order. He needed a leader and 
could bear none; his pitiless irony always riddled them 
through and through. 

While he was waiting for the advent of a leader who 
should give him the key to the riddle ... he had no time 
to wait. He was not the kind of man, like his father, to 
be satisfied with the lifelong search for truth. With or 
without a motive, he needed always to make up his mind, 
to act, to turn to account, to use his energy. Travelling, 
the delight of art, and especially of music, with which he 
had gorged himself, had at first been to him an inter¬ 
mittent and passionate diversion. He was handsome, 
ardent, precocious, beset with temptations, and he early 
discovered the outwardly enchanting world of love, 
and plunged into it with an unbridled, poetic, greedy 
joy. Then this impertinently naive and insatiable 
cherub wearied of women : he needed action, so he gave 
himself up uncontrollably to sport. He tried everything, 
practised everything. He was always going to fencing 
and boxing matches: he was the French champion 
runner and high-jumper, and captain of a football team. 
He competed with a number of other crazy, reckless, 
rich young men like himself in ridiculous, wild motor 
races. Finally he threw up everything for the latest fad, 
and was drawn into the popular craze for flying ipachines. 
At the Rheims meetings he shouted and wept for joy 
with three hundred thousand other men : he felt that he 
was one with the whole people in a religious jubilation; 
the human birds flying over their heads bore them up¬ 
wards in their flight: for the first time since the dawn of 





ancy over her through her mysterious power of attrac¬ 
tion. 

This woman was about her own age, and she was a 
nun. She was always busy with, charitable works. A 
tail, fine, rather stout woman, dark, with rather bold, 
handsome features, sharp eyes, a big, sensitive, ever- 
smiling mouth, and a masterful chin. She was remark¬ 
ably intelligent, and not at all sentimental; she had the 
malice of a peasant, a keen business sense, and a southern 
imagination, which saw everything in exaggeration, 
though always exactly to scale when necessary : she was 
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lawyer s cunning, one was used to domination, and the 
exercise of it was a habit with her. Jacqueline was drawn 
to her at once. She became enthusiastic over her work, 
or, at least, believed herself to be so. Sister Angele 
knew perfectly what was the object of her passion: she 
was used to provoking them; and without seeming to 
notice them, she used skilfully to turn them to account 
for her work and the glory of God. Jacqueline gave up 
her money, her will, her heart. She was charitable, so 
she believed, through love. 

too easy to worry about money matters, though he saw 
his mother’s subjection, and was shocked by it. He tried, 

j- 

and saw that a veil was drawn between them ; he blamed 
the occult influence for it, and, both against his mother 
and the nun, whom he called an intriguer, he conceived a 
feeling of irritation which he made no attempt to disguise : 
he could not admit a stranger ter his place in a heart 
that he had regarded as his natural right. It never 
occurred to him that his place was taken because he 
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fluence over young Jeannin. His influence was limited 
and very intermittent, but all the more remarkable in 
that it was difficult to explain. Christopher belonged to 



loved. 
He used to go and see Christopher. He was expansive 

by nature, and of a rather chattering temper, and he 
loved indulging in confidences. He never troubled to 
think whether Christonher had time to listen to him. 
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sometimes pained him. Christopher was no saint: he 
knew he had no right to moralise over anybody Georges’s 
love affairs, and the scandalous waste of his fortune in 
folly, were not what shocked him most. What he found 
it most hard to forgive was the light-mindedness with 
which Georges regarded his sins : they were no burden 
to him : he thought them very natural. His conception 
of morality was very different from Christopher’s. He 
was one of those young men who are fain to see in the 
relation of the sexes nothing more than a game that has 
no moral aspect whatever. A certain frankness and a 
careless kindliness were all that was necessary for an 
honest man. He was not troubled with Christopher’s 
scruples. Christopher would wax wrath. In vain did 
he try not to impose his way of feeling upon others: he 
could not be tolerant, and his old violence was only half 
tamed. Every now and then he would explode. He 
could not help seeing how dirty were some of Georges’s 
intrigues, and he used bluntly to tell him so. Georges 
was no more patient than he, and they used to have 
angry scenes, after which they would not see each other 
for weeks. Christopher would realise that his outbursts 
were not likely to change Georges’s conduct, and that it 
was perhaps unjust to subject the morality of a period to 
the moral ideas of another generation. But his feeling 
was too strong for him, and on the next opportunity he 
would break out again. How can one renounce the faith 
for which one has lived ? That were to renounce life. 
What is the good of labouring to think thoughts other 
than one’s own, to be like one’s neighbour or to meddle 
with his affairs ? That leads to self-destruction, and 
no one is benefited by it. The first duty is to be what 
one is, to dare to say : “ This is good, that bad.” One 
profits the weak more by being strong than by sharing 
their weakness. Be indulgent, if you like, towards 
weakness and past sins. But never compromise with 
any weakness. . . . 

Yes : but Georges* never by any chance consulted 
Christopher about anything he was going to do :—(did 
he know himself ?).—He only told him about things 

vox* iv. 31 
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when they were done.—And then ? ... Then, what could 
he do but look in dumb reproach at the culprit, and shrug 
his shoulders and smile, like an old uncle who knows that 
he is not heeded ? 

On such occasions they would sit for several minute! 
in silence. Georges would look up at Christopher’s 
grave eyes, which seemed to be gazing at him from far 
away. And he would feel like a little boy in his presence. 
He would see himself as he was, in that penetrating 
glance, which was shot with a gleam of malice: and he 
was not proud of it. 

Christopher hardly ever made use of Georges’s con¬ 
fidences against him; it was often as though he had not 
heard them. After the mute dialogue of their eyes, he 
would shake his head mockingly, and then begin to tell 
a story without any apparent bearing on the story 
he had just been told, some story about his life, or 
someone else’s life, real or fictitious. And gradually 
Georges would see his double (he recognised it at once) 
under a new light, grotesquely, ridiculously postured, 
passing through vagaries similar to his own. Chris¬ 
topher never added any commentary. The extra¬ 
ordinary kindliness of the story-teller would produce far 
more effect than the story. He would speak of himself 
just as he spoke of others, with the same detachment, the 
same jovial, serene humour. Georges was impressed by 
his tranquillity. It was for this that he camef. When 
ixe had unburdened himself of his light-hearted confession, 
he was like a man stretching out his limbs and lying at 
full length in the shade of a great tree on a summer 
afternoon. The dazzling fever of the scorching day 
would fall away from him. Above him he would 
feel the hovering of protecting wings. In the presence 
of this man who so peacefully bore the heavy burden of 
his life, he was sheltered from his own inward restlessness. 
He found rest only in hearing him speak. He "did not 
always listen: his mind would wander, but wheresoever 
it went, it was surrounded by Christopher’s laughter. 

However, he did not understand his old friend’s ideas. 
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“ How can you live like that ?” Georges would ask. 
“ I am alive, and I am happy/5 Christopher would reply. 
“ I should die if I were forced to see things like that 

always.55 

Christopher would slap him on the shoulder : 
“Pine athlete you are ! . . . Well, don’t look, if your 

head is not strong enough. There is nothing to make 
you, after all. Go ahead, my boy. But do you need 
a master to brand your shoulder, like a sheep ? What is 
the word of command you are waiting for ? The signal 
was given long ago. The signal to saddle has sounded, 
and the cavalry is on the march. Don’t worry about 
anything but your horse. Take your place! And 
gallop !” 

“ But where to V9 asked Georges. 
“With your regiment to the conquest of the world. 

Conquer the air, master the elements, dig the last en¬ 
trenchment of Nature, set back space, drive back death ... 

“ Expertus vacuum Dcedalus a&ra, . . .” 
“ Do you know that, you champion of Latin ? 

Can you even tell me what it means ? 
“ Perrupit Acheronta. . . .” 
“ That is your lot, you happy conquistadores /” 
So clearly did he show the duty of heroic action that 

had devolved upon the new generation, that Georges was 
amazed, and said: 

“ But if you feel that, why don’t you come with us ?” 
“ Because I have a different task. Go, my boy, do 

your work. Surpass me, if you can. But I stay here 
and watch. . . . Have you read the Arabian Night in 
which a genii, as tall as a mountain, is imprisoned in a 
bottle sealed with the seal of Solomon ? . . . The genii 
is here, in the depths of our soul, the soul into which 
you are afraid to look down. I and the men of my time 
spent our lives in struggling with him : we did not conquer 
Mm : he conquered us. At present we are both recovering 
our breath, and, with no rancour nor fear, we are looking 
at each other, satisfied with the struggles in which we 
have been engaged, waiting for the agreed armistice to 
expire. You are profiting by the armistice to gather 



Christopher believed in (at heart he laughed at every¬ 
thing and had no belief). But he would have broken 
the head of any man who took upon himself to speak ill 
of his old friend. 

Fortunately, no one did speak ill of him in his presence, 
otherwise he would have been kept busy. 

Christopher had accurately forecast the next change of 
the wind. The new ideal of the new French music was 
very different from his own ; but while that was a reason 
the more for Christopher to sympathise with it, its 
exponents had no sympathy with him. His vogue with 
the public was not likely to reconcile the most hungry for 
recognition of these young men to him ; they were 
meagrely fed, and their teeth were long, and they bit. 
Christopher was not put out by their spite. 

“ How thoroughly they do it!” he would say. “ These 
boys are cutting their teeth-” 
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When I was a young man you would have suppressed 
me in just the same way. You must play this boy’s 
piece, or I shall withdraw my own.” 

The manager threw up his hands, and said : 
“ But don’t you see that if we did what you want, 

it would look as if we were giving in to these newspaper 
attacks ^ 

“ What do I care V9 said Christopher. 
“ As you please ! You will be their first victim.” 
They put the young musician’s piece into rehearsal 

without interrupting the preparation of Christopher’s. 
One was in three acts, the other in two : it was arranged 
to include them both in one programme. Christopher 
went to see the young man, for he wanted to be the first 
to give him the news. The musician was loud in Ms 
promises of eternal gratitude. 

Naturally Christopher could not make the manager 
not devote all Ms attention to Ms piece. The inter¬ 
pretation and the scenery of the other were rather 
scamped. Christopher knew notMng about it. He asked 
to be allowed to be present at a few rehearsals of the 
young man’s opera: he thought it very mediocre, as he 
had been told : he ventured to give a little advice wMch 
was ill-received : he gave it up then, and did not inter¬ 
fere again. On the other hand, the manager had made 
the young man admit the necessity for a little cutting 
to have Ms piece produced in time. Though the sacrifice 
was easily consented to at first, it was not long before 
the author regretted it. 

On the evening of the performance the beginner’s 
piece had no success, and Christopher’s caused a sensa¬ 
tion. Some of the papers attacked Christopher: they 
spoke of a trick, a plot to suppress a great young French 
artist: they said that Ms work had been mutilated to 
please the German master whom they represented to be 
basely "jealous of the coming fame of all the new men. 
Christopher shrugged Ms shoulders and thought: 

“ He will reply.” * 
“ He ” did not reply. Christopher sent Mm one of the 

paragraphs with these words : 
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“ Have you read this ?” 
The other replied: 
“ How sorry I am ! The writer of it has always been 

so well-disposed towards me ! Really, I am very sorry. 
The best thing is to pay no attention to it.” 

Christopher laughed and thought: 
“ He is right! The little sneak.” 
And he decided to forget all about it. 
But chance would have it that Georges, who seldom 

read the papers, and that hastily, except for the sporting 
articles, should light on the most violent attacks on 
Christopher. He knew the writer. He went to the cafe 
where he knew he would meet him, found him, struck him 
fought a duel with him, and gave him a nasty scratch on 
the shoulder with his rapier. 

Next day, at breakfast, Christopher had a letter from 
a friend telling him of the affair. He was overcome. He 
left his breakfast and hurried to see Georges. Georges 
himself opened the door. Christopher rushed in like a 
whirlwind, seized him by the arms, and shook him angrily, 
and began to overwhelm him with a storm of furious 
reproaches. 

“ Tou little wretch !” he cried. “ You have fought a 
duel for me ! Who gave you leave ! A boy, a fly-by- 
night, to meddle in my affairs ! Do you think I can’t 
look after myself ? What good have you done ? You 
have done this rascal the honour of fighting him. He 
asked no more. You have made him a hero. Idiot! 
And if it had chanced ... (I am sure you rushed at it like 
a madman as usual) . . . if you had been wounded,, killed 
perhaps ! . . . You wretch ! I should never have for¬ 
given you as long as you lived ! . . .” 

Georges laughed uproariously at this last threat, and 
was so overcome with merriment, that he cried : 

“ My dear old friend, how funny you are! Ah! 
You’re unique! Here are you insulting me for'having 
defended you ! Next time I shall attack you. Perhaps 
you’ll embrace me then.” *• 

Christopher stopped and hugged Georges, and kissed 
him on both cheeks, and then once more he said: 
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“ My boy ! . . . Forgive me. I am an old idiot. . . . 
But my blood boiled when I heard the news. What 
made you think of fighting ? You don’t fight with such 
people. Promise me at once that you will never do it 
again.” 

“ I’ll promise nothing of the kind,” said Georges. “ I 
shall do as I like.” 

“ I forbid it. Do you hear ? If you do it again, I’ll 
never see you again. I shall publicly disown you in the 
newspapers. I shall . . .” 

“ You will disinherit me, you mean.” 
“ Come, Georges. Please. What’s the good of it ?” 
“My dear old friend, you are a thousand times a 

better man than I am, and you know infinitely more : 
but I know these people better than you do. Make 
yourself easy. It will do some good. They will think- 
a little now before they let loose their poisonous insults 
upon you.” 

“ But what can these idiots do to me ? I laugh at any¬ 
thing they may say.” 

“ But I don’t. And you must mind your own business.” 
Thereafter Christopher lived on tenterhooks lest some 

fresh article might rouse Georges’s susceptibilities. It was 
quite comic to see him during the next few days going 
to a cafe and devouring the newspapers, which he never 
read as a rule, ready to go to all lengths (even to trickery) 
if he found an insulting article, to prevent it reaching 
Georges. After a week he recovered his equanimity. 
The boy was right. His action had given the yelping 
curs food for a moment’s reflection.—And, though Chris¬ 
topher went on grumbling at the young lunatic who had 
made him waste eight working days, he said to himself 
that, after all, he had no right to lecture him. He remem¬ 
bered a certain day, not so very long ago, when he himself 
had fought a duel for Olivier’s sake. And he thought 
he heard Olivier’s voice saying : 

“ Let be, Christopher. I am giving you back what 
you lent me !” • 

Though Christopher took the attacks on himself 



iV i til such disinterestedness. T 
The evolution of European thought was progressing 

swiftly. It was as though it had been accelerated by 
mechanical inventions and the new motors. The stock 
of prejudices and hopes which in old days were enough 
to feed humanity for twenty years was now exhausted in 
five years. The generations of the mind were galloping 
ahead, one behind the other, often one trampling the other 
down, with Time sounding the charge.—Emmanuel had 
been left behind. 

The singer of French energy had never denied the 
idealism of his master, Olivier. Passionate as was his 
national feeling, he identified himself with his worship 
of moral greatness. If in his poetry he loudly pro¬ 
claimed the triumph of France, it was because in 
her, by an act of faith, he adored the loftiest ideas of 
modem Europe, the Athena Nike, the victorious Law 
which takes its revenge on Force.—And now Force had 
awakened in the very heart of Law, and it was springing 
up in all its savage nakedness. The new generation, 
robust and disciplined, was longing for combat, and. 
before its victory was won, had the attitude of mind of 
the conqueror. This generation was proud of its strength, 
its thews, its mighty chest, its vigorous senses so thirsting 
for delight, its wings like the wings of a bird of prey 
hovering over the plains, waiting to swoop down and 
try its talons. The prowess of the race, the mad flights 
over the Alps and the sea, the new crusades, not much 
less mystic, not much less interested than those of Philip 
Augustus and Villehardouin, had turned the nation’s 
head. The children of the nation who had never seen 
war except in books had no difficulty in endowing it 
with beauty. They became aggressive. Weary of peace 
and ideas, they hymned the anvil of battle, on which, 
with bloody fists, action would one day new-folge the 
power of France. In reaction against the disgusting 
abuse of systems of ideas, they raised contempt of the 
idea to the level of a profession of faith. Blusteringly 
they exalted narrow common sense, violent realism, 



491 THE NEW DAWN 
i 

immodest national egoism, trampling underfoot the rights 
of others and other nations, when it served the turn of 
their country’s greatness. They were xenophobes, anti¬ 
democrats, and—even the most sceptical of them—set 
up the return to Catholicism, in the practical necessity 
for “ digging channels for the absolute,” and shutting 
up the infinite under the surveillance of order and 
authority. They were not content to despise—they 
regarded the gentle dotards of the preceding generation, 
the visionary idealists, the humanitarian thinkers of the 
preceding generation, as public malefactors. Emmanuel 
was among them in the eyes of the young men. He 
suffered cruelly and was very angry. 

The knowledge that Christopher was, like himself,— 
more than himself—the victim of their injustice, made 
him sympathetic. His ungraciousness had discouraged 
Christopher’s visits. He was too proud to show his 
regret by seeking him out. But he contrived to meet 
him, as if by chance, and forced Christopher to make the 
first advances. Thereafter his umbrageous suscepti¬ 
bilities were at rest, and he did not conceal the pleasure 
he had in Christopher’s company. Thereafter they often 
met in each other’s rooms. 

Emmanuel confided his bitterness to Christopher. He 
was exasperated by certain criticisms, and, thinking that 
Christopher was not sufficiently moved by them, he 
made him read some of the newspaper appreciations of 
himself. Christopher was accused of not knowing the 
grammar of his work, of being ignorant of harmony, of 
having stolen from other musicians, and, generally, of 
dishonouring music. He was called: “ This old toss- 
brain. . .” They said : “ We have had enough of these 
convulsionaries. We are order, reason, classic bal¬ 
ance. ...” 

Christopher was vastly entertained. 
“ It iS the law,” he said. “ The young bury the old.... 

In my day, it is true, we waited until a man was sixty 
before we called him an old man. They are going faster, 
nowadays. . . . Wireless telegraphy, aeroplanes. . . . 
A generation is more quickly exploded. .. . Poor devils! 
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They won’t last long! Let them despise us and strut 
about in the sun !” 

But Emmanuel had not his sanity. Though he was 
fearless in thought, he was a prey to his diseased nerves: 
with his ardent soul in his rickety body, he was driven 
on to the fight and was unfitted for it. The animosity 
of certain opinions of his work drew blood. 

“ Ah !” he would say. “ If the critics knew the harm 
they do artists by the unjust words they throw out so 
recklessly, they would be ashamed of their trade.” 

“ But they do know, my friend. That is the justifica¬ 
tion of their existence. Everybody must live.” 

“ They are butchers. One is drenched with the blood 
of life, worn out by the struggle we have to wage with 
art. _ Instead of holding out their hands to us, and com¬ 
passionately telling us of our faults, and brotherly helping 
us to mend them, they stand there with their hands in 
their pockets and watch you dragging your burden up 
the slope, and say : ‘ You can’t do it!’ And when you 
reach the top, some of them say : ‘ Yes, but that is not 
the way to climb up.’ While the others go on blandly say¬ 
ing : ‘ You couldn’t do it!...’ You’re lucky if they don’t 
send great stones rolling down on you to send you flying i” 

“ Bah ! There are plenty of good men among them, 
and think of the good they can do ! There are bad men 
everywhere. They’re not peculiar to criticism. Do you 
know anything worse than an ungenerous, vain, and 
embittered artist, to whom the world is only loot, that 
he is furious because he cannot grab ? You must don 
patience for your protection. There is no evil but it may 
be of good service. The worst of the critics is useful 
to us ; he is a trainer : he does not let us loiter by the 
way. Whenever we think we have reached the goal, 
the pack hound us on. Get on ! Onward ! Upward ! 
They are more likely to weary of running after me than 
I am of marching ahead of them. Remember the 
Arabian proverb : c It is no use flogging sterile trees. Only 
those are stoned whose front is crowned with golden fruit.. . 
Let ns pity the artists who are spared. They will stay 
half-way3 lazily sitting down. When they try to get up 
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their legs will be so stiff that they will be unable to walk. 
Long live my friend the enemy ! They do me more 
good in my life than the enemy, my friend !” 

Emmanuel could not help smiling. Then he said : 
“ All the same, don’t you think it hard for a veteran 

like you to be taken to task by recruits who are just 
approaching their first battle.” 

“ They amuse me,” said Christopher. “ Such arro¬ 
gance is the mark of young, hot blood tingling to be up 
and doing. I was like that once. They are like the 
showers of March falling on the new-born soil. . . . Let 
them take us to task! They are right, after all. Old 
people must learn from the young ! They have profited 
by us, and are ungrateful: that is in the order of things. 
But, being enriched by our efforts, they will go farther 
than we, and will realise what we attempted. If we 
still have some youth left, let us learn in our turn, and 
try to rejuvenate ourselves. If we cannot, if we are too 
old, let us rejoice in them. It is fine to see the perpetual 
new-flowering of the human soul that seemed exhausted, 
the vigorous optimism of these young men, their delight 
in action and adventures, the races springing to new life 
for the conquest of the world.” 

“ What would they be without us ? Their joy is the 
fruit of our tears. Their proud force is the flower of the 
sufferings of a whole generation. Sic vos non nobis. ...” 

“ The old saying is wrong. It is for ourselves that 
we worked, and our reward lies in the creation of a race 
of men who shall surpass us. We amassed their treasury, 
we hoarded it in a wretched hovel open to all the winds 
of Heaven: we had to strain every nerve to keep the 
doors closed against death. Our arms carved out the 
triumphal way along which our sons shall march. Our 
sufferings have saved the future. We have borne the 
Ark to the threshold of the Promised Land. It will 
reach that Land with them, and through us.” 

“ Will they ever remember those who crossed the wilder¬ 
ness, bearing the sacred fire, the gods of our race, and 
them, those children, who now are men ? For our share 
we have had tribulation and ingratitude.” 
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“ Do you regret it Vy 
“No. There is a sort of intoxication in the tragic 

grandeur of the sacrifice of a mighty epoch like ours 
to the epoch that it has brought into being. The men 
of to-day would not be more capable of tasting the 
sovereign joy of renunciation.5’ 

“We have been the happier. We have scaled Mount 
Nebo, at whose feet lie stretched the countries that we 
shall never enter. But we enjoy them more than those 
who will enter them. When you descend to the plain, 
you lose sight of the plain’s immensity and the far 
horizon.” 

The soothing influence that Christopher exercised over 
Georges and Emmanuel had the source of its power in 
Grazia’s love. It was through this love that he felt 
himself so near to all young things, and had an inex¬ 
haustible fund of sympathy for every new form of life. 
Whatever the forces might be that rekindled the earth, 
he was always with them, even when they were against 
him: he had no fear for the immediate future of the 
democracies, that future which caused such an outcry 
against the egoism of a handful of privileged men: he 
did not cling desperately to the paternosters of an old art: 
he felt quite sure that from the fabulous visions, the 
realised dreams of science and action, a new art, more 
puissant than the old, would spring forth : he hailed the 
new dawn of the world, even though the beauty of the 
old world were to die with it. 

Grazia knew the good that her love did for Christopher : 
and this consciousness of her power lifted her out of 
herself. Through her letters she exercised a controlling 
power over her friend. She was not so absurdly pre¬ 
tentious as to try to control his art: she had too much 
tact, and knew her hmitations. But her true, pure voice 
was the diapason to which he attuned his soul. Chris¬ 
topher had only to hear her voice echoing his thought to 
think nothing that was not just* pure, and worthy of 
repetition. The sound of a beautiful instrument is to 
a musician like a beautiful body in which his dream at 
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once becomes incarnate. Mysterious is the fusion of 
two loving spirits : each takes the best from the other, 
but only to give it back again enriched with love. Grazia 
was not afraid to tell Christopher that she loved him 
Distance gave her more freedom of speech, and also, the 
certain knowledge that she would never be his. Her love, 
the religious fervour of which was communicated to 
Christopher, was a fountain of force and peace to him. 

Grazia gave to others more of such force and peace 
than she had herself. Her health was shattered, her 
moral balance seriously affected. Her son’s condition 
did not improve. For the last two years she had lived 
in a perpetual state of anxiety, aggravated by Lionello’s 
fatal skill in playing on it. He had acquired a consum¬ 
mate mastery of the art of keeping those who loved him 
on tenterhooks : his idle mind was most fertile in inventing 
ways of rousing interest in himself and tormenting others : 
it had become a mania with him. And the tragedy of it 
was, that, while he aped the ravages of disease, the disease 
did make real inroads upon him, and death peeped forth. 
Then the expected happened: Grazia, having been 
tortured by her son for years with his imaginary illness, 
ceased to believe in it when the illness really came. The 
heart has its limitations. She had exhausted her store 
of pity over his lies. She thought Lionello was still a 
comedian when he spoke the truth. And when the truth 
was revealed to her, the rest of her life was poisoned by 
remorse. 

Lionello’s malice had not laid aside its weapons. 
Having no love for anyone in the world, he could not 
bear any of those near him to feel love for anyone else : 
jealousy was his only passion. It was not enough for him 
to have separated his mother and Christopher: he tried 
to force her to break off the intimacy which subsisted 
between them. Already he had employed his usual 
weapon—his illness—to make Grazia swear that she 
would not marry again. He was not satisfied with her 
promise. He tried to*force his mother to give up writing 
to Christopher. On this she rebelled; and, being delivered 
by such an attempted abuse of power, she spoke harshly 
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and severely to 'Lionello about bis habit of lying, and, 
- later on, regarded herself as a criminal for having done 

so: for her words flung Lionello into a fit of fury which 
made him really ill. His illness grew worse as he saw 
that his mother did not believe in it. Then, in his fury, 
he longed to die so as to avenge himself. He never 
thought that his wish would be granted. 

When the doctor told Grazia that there was no hope 
for her son, she was dumbfounded. But she had to 
disguise her despair in order to deceive the boy who 
had so often deceived her. He had a suspicion that this 
time it was serious, but he refused to believe it; and his 
eyes watched his mother’s eyes for the reproachful 
expression that had infuriated him when he was lying. 
There came a time when there was no room for doubt. 
Then it was terrible, both for him and his mother and 
sister : he did not wish to die. . . . 

When at last Grazia saw him sinking to sleep, she gave 
* no cry and made no moan: she astonished those about 

her by her silence : she had no strength left for suffering : 
she had only one desire, to sleep also. However, she 
went about the business of her fife with the same ap¬ 
parent calm. After a few weeks her smile returned to 
her lips, but she was more silent still. No one suspected 
her inward distress, Christopher least of all. She had 
only written to tell him the news, without a word of 
herself. She did not answer Christopher’s anxiously 
affectionate letters. He wanted to come to her: she 
begged him not to. At the end of two or three months, 
she resumed her old grave, serene tone with him. She 
would have thought it criminal to put upon him the 
burden of her weakness. She knew how the echo of all 
her feelings reverberated in him, and how great was his 
need to lean on her. She did not impose upon herself 
the restraint of sorrow. This discipline was her salva¬ 
tion. In her weariness of life only two things gave 
her life : Christopher’s love, and the fatalism, which, in 
sorrow as in joy, lay at the 'heart nf her Italian nature. 
There was nothing intellectual in her fatalism: it was 
the animal instinct, which makes a hunted beast go on, 
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with no consciousness of fatigue, in a staring wide-eyed 
dream, forgetting the stones of the road, forfjettinsr its 
own body, until it falls. Her fatalism sustained her 
body. Love sustained her heart. How that her own 
life was worn out, she lived in Christopher. And yet 
she was more scrupulous than ever never in her letters to 
tell him of the love she had for him: no doubt because 
her love was greater : but also because she was conscious 
of the veto of the dead boy, who had made her affection a 
crime. Then she would relapse into silence, and refrain 
from writing for a time. 

Christopher did not understand her silence. Sometimes 
in the composed and tranquil tone of one of her letters 
he would be conscious of an unexpected note that seemed 
to be quivering with passionate moaning. That would 
prostrate him i but he dared not say anything; lie 
hardly dared to notice it: he was like a man holding his 
breath, afraid to breathe, for fear of destroying an 
illusion. He knew almost infallibly that in the next 
letter such notes as these would be atoned for by a 
deliberate coldness. Then, once more, tranquillity 
Meeresstille. . . , 

Georges and Emmanuel met at Christopher’s one after¬ 
noon. Both were preoccupied with their own troubles: 
Emmanuel with his literary disappointments, and Georges 
with some athletic failure. Christopher listened to them 
good-humouredly and teased them affectionately. There 
was a ring at the door. Georges went to open it. A 
servant had come with a letter from Colette. Christopher 
stood by the window to read it. His friends went on 
with their discussion, and did not see Christopher, whose 
back was turned to them. He left the room without 
their noticing it. And when they realised that he had 
done so, they were not surprised. But as time passed 
and he •did not return, Georges went and knocked at the 
door of the next room. There was no reply. Georges 
did not persist, for h$ knew his old friend’s queer ways. 
A few minutes later Christopher returned without a 
word. He seemed very calm, very kind, very gentle. 

vox* iv. 92 
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H© begged their pardon for leaving them, took up the 
conversation where he had left it, and spoke kindly about 
their troubles, and said many helpful things. The tone 
of his voice moved them, though they knew not why. 

They left him. Georges went straight to Colette’s, and 
found her in tears. As soon as she saw him she came 
swiftly to him and asked : 

“ How did our poor friend take the blow ? It is 
terrible.” 

Georges did not understand. And Colette told him 
that she had just sent Christopher the news of Grazia’s 
death. 

She was gone, without having had time to say fare¬ 
well to anybody. Eor several months past the roots of 
her life had been almost torn out of the earth : a puff of 
wind was enough to lay it low. On the evening before 
the relapse of influenza which carried her off she received 
a long, kind letter from Christopher. It had filled her 
with tenderness, and she longed to bid him come to her : 
she felt that everything else, everything that kept them 
apart, was absurd and culpable. She was very weary, 
and put off writing to him until the next day. On the 
day after she had to stay in bed. She began a letter which 
she did not finish: she had an attack of giddiness, and 

' her head swam : besides, she was reluctant to speak of 
her illness, and was afraid of troubling Christopher. He 
was busy at the time with rehearsals of a choral symphony 
set to a poem of Emmanuel’s : the subject had roused 
them both to enthusiasm, for it was something symbolical 
of their own destiny : The Promised Land. Christopher 
had often mentioned it to Grazia. The first performance 
was to take place the following week. . . . She must 
not upset him. In her letter Grazia just spoke of a slight 
cold. Then that seemed too much to her. She tore up 
the letter, and had no strength left to begin another. 
She told herself that she would write in the evening. 
When the evening came it was toojate—too late to bid 
Mm come, too late even to write. . . . How swiftly 
everything passes! A few hours are enough to destroy 
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the labour of ages. . . . Grazia hardly had time to give 
her daughter a ring she wore and beg her to send it to her 
friend. Till then she had not been very intimate with 
Aurora. Now that her life was ebbing away, she gazed 
passionately at the face of the girl: she clung to the 
hand that would pass on the pressure of her own, and, 
joyfully, she thought: 

“ Not all of me will pass away.” 

“ Quid ? hi^ inquam, quis est qui complet aures meets tantus ei 
tam dulcis sonus ? . . —(The Bream of Scipio.) 

When he, left Colette, on an impulse of sympathy 
Georges went back to Christopher’s. For a long time, 
through Colette’s indiscretions, he had known the place 
that Grazia filled in his old friend’s heart: he had even 
—(for youth is not respectful)—made fun of it. But 
now generously and keenly he felt the sorrow that Chris¬ 
topher must be feeling at such a loss ; and he felt that he 
must go to him, embrace him, pity him. Knowing the 
violence of his passions,—the tranquillity that Christopher 
had shown made him anxious. He rang the bell. No 
answer. He rang once more and knocked, giving the 
signal agreed between Christopher and himself. He heard 
the moving of a chair and a slow, heavy tread. Christo¬ 
pher opened the door. His face was so calm that Georges 
stopped still, just as he was about to fling himself into his 
arms : he knew not what to say. Christopher asked him 
gently: 

“ You, my boy. Have you forgotten something 
Georges muttered uneasily: 
“ Yes.” 
“ Come in.” 
Christopher went and sat in the chair he had left on 

Georges’s arrival, near the window, with his head thrown 
back, looking at the roofs opposite and the reddening 
evening*sky. He paid no attention to Georges. The 
young man pretended to look about on the table, while 
he stole glances at Christopher. His face was set. the 
beams of the setting sun lit up his cheek-bones and his 
forehead. Mechanically Georges went into the next 



in the Gospel. 
He came back into the living-room, and moved a few 

things here and there to gain countenance, and once 
more he looked at Christopher, who had not budged. 
He longed to tell him how he pitied him. But Christopher 
was so radiant with light that Georges felt that it was out 
of place to speak. It was rather himself who stood in 
need of consolation. He said timidly : 

“ I am going.” 
Without turning his head, Christopher said: 
“ Good-bye, my boy.” 
Georges went away and closed the door without a sound. 
For a long time Christopher sat there. Night came. He 

was not suffering : he was not thinking : he saw no definite 
image. He was like a tired man listening to some vague 
music without making any attempt to understand it. 
The night was far gone when he got up, cramped and 
stiff. He flung himself on his bed and slept heavily. 
The symphony went on buzzing all around him. . . . 

And now he saw her, the well-beloved. . . . She held 
out her hands to him, and said, smiling : 

“ Now you have passed through the zone of fire.” 
Then his heart melted. An indescribable peace filled 

the starry spaces, where the music of the spheres flung out 
its great, still, profound sheets of water. . . . 

When he awoke (it was day), his strange happiness 
still endured, with the distant gleam of words falling upon 
his ears. He got up. He was exalted with a silent, holy 
enthusiasm. 

** . . • Or vecbiifigliot 
tra Beatrice e tee quesio muro •. 

Between Beatrice and himself, the wall was broken down 
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For a long time now more than half his soul had dwelt 
upon the other side. The more a man lives, the more a 
man creates, the more a man loves and loses those whom 
he loves, the more does he escape from death. With 
every new blow that we have to bear, with every new work 
that we round and finish, we escape from ourselves, we 
escape into the work we have created, the soul we have 
loved, the soul that has left us. When all is told, Rome 
is not in Rome : the best of a man lies outside himself. 
Only Grazia had withheld him on this side of the wal. 
And now in her turn . . . Now the door was shut upon 
the world of sorrow. 

He lived through a period of secret exaltation. He 
felt the weight of no fetters. He expected nothing of the 
things of this world. He was dependent upon nothing. 
He was set free. The struggle was at an end. Issuing 
from the zone of combat and the circle where reigned the 
God of heroic conflict, Dominus Deus Sabaoth, he looked 
down, and in the night saw the torch of the Burning 
Bush put out. How far away it was ! When it had lit 
up his path he had thought himself almost at the summit. 
And since then, how far he had had to go ! And yet the 
topmost pinnacle seemed no nearer. He would never 
reach it (he saw that now), though he were to march on 
to eternity. But when a man enters the circle of light 
and knows that he has not left those he loves behind him, 
eternity is not too long a space to be joiQrneying on with 
them. 

He closed his doors. No one knocked. Georges had 
expended all his compassion and sympathy in the one im¬ 
pulse ; he was reassured by the time he reached home, 
and forgot all about it by the next day. Colette had gone 
to Rome. Emmanuel knew nothing, and, hypersensitive 
as usual, he maintained an affronted silence because Chris¬ 
topher had not returned his visit. Christopher was not 
disturbed in his long colloquy with the woman whom he 
now bore in his soul, as a pregnant woman bears her 
precious burden. It*was a moving intercourse, impos¬ 
sible to translate into words. Even music could hardly 
express it. When his heart was full, almost overflowing, 
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Christopher would lie still with eyes closed, and listen to 
its song. Or, for hours together, he would sit at his 
piano and let his fingers speak. During this period he 
improvised more than he had done in the whole of his 
life. He did not set down his thoughts. What was the 
good ? 

When, after several weeks, he took to going out again 
and seeing other men, while none of his friends, except 
Georges, had any suspicion of what had happened, the 
daimon of improvisation pursued him still. It would 
take possession of Christopher just when he was least 
expecting it. One evening, at Colette’s, Christopher sat 
down at the piano and played for nearly an hour, abso¬ 
lutely surrendering himself, and forgetting that the room 
was full of strangers. They had no desire to ]augh. His 
terrible improvisations enslaved and overwhelmed them. 
Even those who did not understand their meaning were 
thrilled and moved : and tears came to Colette’s eyes. . . . 
When Christopher had finished he turned away abruptly : 
he saw how everybody was moved, and shrugged his 
shoulders, and—laughed. 

He had reached the point at which sorrow also becomes 
a force—a dominant force. His sorrow possessed him no 
more : he possessed his sorrow: in vain it fluttered and 
beat upon its bars : he kept it caged. 

From that period date his most poignant and his 
happiest works: a scene from the Gospel which Georges 
recognised— 

c< Mulier, quid floras ?”—a Quia tulerunt Dominum meum, et nescio 
ubi fosuerunt eum.” 

Et cum hcec dixisset, conv&rsa est retrorsum, et vidit Jesum stantem: 
et non sciebat quia Jesus est 

—a series of tragic Ueder set to verses of popular Spanish 
cantares, among others a gloomy sad love-song, like a 
black flame— r 

u Quisiera ser el sejpulcro 
JDonde A ti te han de enterra/r, 
Far a tenerte en mis br^zos 
For toda la eternidad 

(u Would I were the grave, where thou art to be buried, that I might 
^old thee in my arms through all etemity.,,) „ 
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—and two symphonies, called The Island of Tranquillity 
and The Dream of Scipio, in which, more intimately than 
in any other of the works of John Christopher Krafft, is 
realised the union of the most beautiful of the forces of the 
music of his time; the affectionate and wise thought of 
Germany with all its shadowy windings, the clear passion¬ 
ate melody of Italy, and the quick mind of France, rich 
in subtle rhythms and variegated harmonies. 

This “ enthusiasm begotten of despair at the time of a 
great loss 55 lasted for a few months. Thereafter Chris¬ 
topher fell back into his place in life with a stout heart 
and a sure foot. The wind of death had blown away the 
last mists of pessimism, the grey of the Stoic soul, and 
the phantasmagoria of the mystic chiaroscura. The 
rainbow had shone upon the vanishing clouds. The 
gaze of heaven, purer, as though it had been laved 
with tqars, smiled through them. There was the peace 
of evening on the mountains. 



IV 

The fire smouldering in the forest of Europe was begin¬ 
ning to burst into flames. In vain did they try to put it 
out in one place : it only broke out in another : with gusts 
of smoke and a shower of sparks it swept from one point 
to another, burning the dry brushwood. Already in the 
East there were skirmishes as the prelude to the great 
war of the nations. All Europe, Europe that only 
yesterday was sceptical and apathetic, like a dead wood, 
was swept by the flames. All men were possessed by the 
desire for battle. War was ever on the point of breaking 
out. It was stamped out, but it sprang to life again. The 
world felt that it was the mercy of an accident that might 
let loose the dogs of war. The world lay in wait. The 
feeling of inevitability weighed heavily even upon the most 
pacifically minded. And ideologues, sheltered beneath 
the massive shadow of the cyclops, Proudhon, hymned in 
war man’s fairest title of nobility. . . . 

This, then, was to be the end of the physical and moral 
resurrection of the races of the West! To such butchery 
they were to be borne along by the currents of action and 
passionate faith ! Only a Napoleonic genius could have 
marked out a chosen, deliberate aim for this blind, onward 
rush. But nowhere in Europe was there any genius for 
action. It was as though the world had chosen the most 
mediocre to be its governors. The force of the human 
mind was in other things.—So there was nothing to be 
done but to trust to the declivity down which they 
were moving. This both governors and governed were 
doing. Europe looked like a vast armed vigil. 

Christopher remembered a similar vigil, when he had 
had Olivier’s anxious face by his ^ide. But then the 
menace of war had been only a passing cloud. Now all 
Europe lay under its shadow. And Christopher’s heart 
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also had changed. He could not share in the hatred 
of the nations. His state of mind was like that of 
Goethe in 1813. How could a man fight without 
hatred ? And how could he hate without youth ? He had 
passed through the zone of hatred. Which of the great 
rival nations was the dearest to him 1 He had learned 
to know all their merits, and what the world owed to them. - 
When a man has reached a certain stage in the develop¬ 
ment of the soul “ he knows no nation, he feds the happi- 

. ness or unhappiness of the neighbouring peoples as his own.” 
The storm-clouds are at his feet. Around him is nothing 
but the sky—“ the whole Heavens, the kingdom of the eagle.” 

Ancl yet Christopher was sometimes embarrassed by 
this ambient hostility. In Paris he was made to feel too 
clearly that he was of the hostile race: even his friend 
Georges could not resist the pleasure of giving vent, in 
his presence, to feelings about Germany which made him 
sad. Then he rushed away, on the excuse that he wanted 
to see Grazia’s daughter: and he went and stayed for a 
time in Rome. But there the atmosphere was no more 
serene. The great plague of national pride had spread 
there, and had transformed the Italian character. The 
Italians, whom Christopher had known to be indifferent 
and indolent, were now thinking of nothing but military 
glory, battle, conquests, Roman eagles flying over the 
sands of Libya : they believed they had returned to the 
time of the Emperors. The wonderful thing was that 
this madness was shared, with the best faith in the world, 
by the opposition parties, socialists and clericals, as well 
as by the monarchists, and they had not the least idea 
that they were being unfaithful to their cause. So little 
do politics and human reason count when the great epi¬ 
demic passions sweep over the nations. Such passions 
do not even trouble to suppress individual passions; they 
use them ; and everything converges on the one goal. In 
the great periods of action it was ever thus. The armies 
of Henri IV., the Councils of Louis XIV., which forged 
the greatness of Fra9.ce, numbered as many men of faith 
and reason as men of vanity, interest, and enjoyment. 
Jansenists and libertines, Puritans and gallants, served the 
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same destiny in serving their instincts. In the forth¬ 
coming wars no doubt internationalists and pacificists 
will kindle the blaze, in the conviction, like that of their 
ancestors of the Convention, that they are doing it for 
the good of the nations and the triumph of peace. 

With a somewhat ironical smile, Christopher, from the 
terrace of the Janiculum, looked down on the disparate 
and harmonious city, the symbol of the universe which it 
dominated ; crumbling ruins, “ baroque ” fa§ades, modem 
buildings, cypress and roses intertwined—every age, every 
style, merged into a powerful and coherent unity beneath 
the clear light. So the mind should shed over the 
struggling universe the order and light that are in it. 

Christopher did not stay long in Rome. The impres¬ 
sion made on him by the city was too strong: he was 
afraid of it. Truly to profit by its harmony he needed to 
hear it at a distance : he felt that if he stayed he would 
be in danger of being absorbed by it, like so many other 
men of his race.—Every now and then he went and stayed 
in Germany. But, when all was told, and in spite of the 
imminence of a Eranco-German war, Paris still had the 
greatest attraction for him. No doubt this was because 
his adopted son, Georges, lived there. But he was not 
only swayed by reasons of affection. There were other 
reasons of an intellectual order that were no less powerful. 
For an artist accustomed to the full life of the mind, who 
generously shares in all the sufferings, all the hopes, and 
all the passions of the great human family, it was difficult 
to grow accustomed to life in Germany. There was no 
lack of artists there. But the artists lacked air. They 
were isolated from the rest of the nation, which took no 
interest in them : other preoccupations, social or practical, 
absorbed the attention of the public. The poets shut 
themselves up in disdainful irritation in their disdained 
art: it became a point of honour with them to sever the 
last ties which hound them to the life of the people : they 
wrote only for a few, a little aristocracy full of talent, 
refined and sterile, being itself divided into rival groups of 
jaded initiates, and they were stifled in the narrow room 
UJ which they were huddled together : they were incapable 

* 
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of expanding it, and set themselves to dig down; they 
turned the soil over until it was exhausted. Then they 
drifted away into their archaic dreams, and never even 
troubled to bring their dreams into the common stock. Each 
tp an fought for his place in the mist. They had no light in 
common. Each man had to look for light within himself. 

Yonder, on the other hand, on the other side of the 
Rhine, among their neighbours on the West, the great 
winds of collective passion, of public turbulence and tribu¬ 
lation, swept periodically over art. And, high above the 
plain, like their Eiffel Tower above Paris, shone afar off 
the never-dying light of a classic tradition, handed down 
from generation to generation, which, while it never en¬ 
slaved nor constrained the mind, showed it the road fol¬ 
lowed by past ages, and established the communion of a 
whole nation in its light. Many a German spirit—like 
birds strayed in the night—came winging towards the 
distant beacon. But who is there in France can dream 
of the power of the sympathy which drives so many 
generous hearts from the neighbouring nation towards 
France ! So many hands stretched out: hands that are 
not responsible for the aims of the politicians ! . . . 
And you see no more of us, our brothers in Germany, 
though we say to you : “ Here are our hands. In spite of 
lies and hatred, we will not be parted. We have need of 
you, you have need of us, to build the greatness of our 
spirits and our people. We are the two wings of the 
West. If one be broken, there is an end of flight! Let 
the war come ! It will not break the clasp of our hands 
or the flight of our genius in brotherhood.” 

So thought Christopher. He felt the mutual comple¬ 
tion which the two races could give each other, and how 
lame and halting were the spirit, the art, the action of 
each without the help of the other. For his own part, 
born in the Rhine-lands where the two civilisations mingle 
in one stream, from his childhood he had instinctively felt 
their inevitable union; all through his life the unconscious 
effort of his genius had been to maintain the balance and 
eauilibrium of the two mighty wings. The greater was 
Jus wealth of Germanic dreams, the more he needed the 
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Latin clarity of mind and order. It was for this reason 
that France was so dear to him. In France he had the 
joy of better knowledge and mastery of himself. Only in 
France was he wholly himself. 

He turned to account all the elements that were or 
might be noxious to him. He assimilated foreign energy 

- in his own. A vigorous healthy mind absorbs every kind 
of force, even that which is hostile to it, and makes it bone 
and flesh of its bone and flesh. There even comes a time 
when a man is most attracted by what least resembles 
him for therein he finds his most plentiful nourishment. 

Christopher did in fact find more pleasure in the work 
of artists who were set up as his rivals than in the work 
of his imitators :—for he had imitators who called them¬ 
selves his disciples, to his great despair. They were honest, 
laborious, estimable, and altogether virtuous people who 
were full of respect and veneration for him. Christopher 
would have given much if he could have liked their music ; 
but—(it was just his luck !)—he could not do it: he found 
it meaningless. He was a thousand times more pleased 
with the talent of musicians who were personally anti¬ 
pathetic to him, and in art represented tendencies hostile 
to his own. ... Well! What did it matter ? These 
men were at least alive ! Life is, in itself, such a virtue, 
that, if a man be deprived of it, though he possess all the 
other virtues, he will never be a really good man, for he 
cannot really be a man. Christopher used jokingly to say 
that the only disciples he recognised were the men who 
attacked him. And when a young artist came and talked 
to him about his musical vocation, and tried to win his 
sympathy by flattering him, Christopher would say : 

“ So. My music satisfies you ? That is how you would 
express your love, or your hatred ?” 

Yes niSiStcr 
“Well. Don’t. You have nothing to say 
His horror of the submissive temper of mind, of men 

bom to obey, his need of absorbing other ideas than his 
own, attracted him to circles whose Meas were diametric¬ 
ally opposed to his own. He had friends among men to 
whom his art, his idealistic faith, his moral conceptions, 
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were a dead letter : they had absolutely different ways of 
envisaging life, love, marriage, the family, every social 
relationship:—but they were good fellows, though they 
seemed to belong to another stage of moral evolution: 
the anguish and the scruples that had consumed a part of 
Christopher’s life were incomprehensible to them. No 
doubt that was all the better for them ! Christopher had 
no desire to make them understand. He did not ask 
others to confirm his ideas by thinking as he did : he was 
sure of his own thoughts. He asked them to let him know 
their thoughts, and to love their souls. He asked always 
to know and to love more, to see and to learn how to see. 
He had reached the point not only of admitting in others 
tendencies of mind that he had once combated, but also 
of rejoicing in them, for they seemed to him to contribute 
to the fecundity of the universe. He loved Georges the 
more because he did not take life tragically, as he did. 
Humanity would be too poor and too grey in colour if it 
were to be uniformly clad in the moral seriousness, and 
the heroic restraint with which Christopher was armed. 
Humanity needed joy, carelessness, irreverent audacity in 
face of its idols, all its idols, even the most holy. Long 
live “ the Gallic salt which revives the world ” ! Scepti¬ 
cism and faith are no less necessary. Scepticism, riddling 
the faith of yesterday, prepares the way for the faith of 
to-morrow. . . . How clear everything becomes to the 
man who stands away from life, and, as in a fine picture, 
sees the contrasting colours merge into a magical harmony, 
where, when they were closely seen, they clashed. 

Christopher’s eyes had been opened to the infinite 
variety of the material, as of the moral, world. It had 
been one of his greatest conquests since his first visit to 
Italy. In Paris he especially sought the company of 
painters and sculptors ; it seemed to him that the best of 
the French genius was in them, The triumphant audacity 
with which they pursued and captured movement, vibrant 
colour, and tore away the veils that cover life, made his 
heart leap with delight. The inexhaustible riches that he 
who has eyes to see can find in a drop of light, a second of 
life ! Against such sovereign delights of the mind what 
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matters the vain tumult of dispute and war ? . . . But 
dispute and war also are a part of the marvellous spectacle. 
We must embrace everything, and, valiantly, joyously, 
fling into the crucible of our burning hearts both the 
forces of denial and the forces of affirmation, enemies and 
friends, the whole metal of life. The end of it all is the 
statue which takes shape in us, the divine fruit of our 
minds ; and all is good that helps to make it more beautiful 
even at the cost of the sacrifice of ourselves. What does 
the creator matter ? Only that which is created is 
real. . . . You cannot hurt us, ye enemies who seek to 
reach us with your hostility. We are beyond the reach 
of your attacks. . . . You are rending the empty cloak. 
I have been gone this many a day. 

His music had found a more serene form. No longer 
did it show the storms of spring, which gathered, burst, 
and disappeared in the old days, but, instead, the white 
clouds of summer, mountains of snow and gold, great birds 
of light, slowly soaring, and filling the sky. . . . Creation. 
Ripening crops in the calm August sunlight. . . . 

At first a vague, mighty torpor, the obscure joy of the 
full grape, the swollen ear of com, the pregnant woman 
brooding over her ripe fruit. A buzzing like the sound 
of an organ; the hive all alive with the hum of the bees. 
. . . Such sombre, golden music, like an autumn honey¬ 
comb, slowly gives forth the rhythm which shall mark 
its path : the round of the planets is made plain : it begins 
to spin. . . . 

Then the will appears. It leaps onto the back of the 
whinnying dream as it passes, and grips it with its knees. 
The mind recognises the laws of the rhythm which guides 
it: it tames the disordered forces and fixes the path they 
shall take, the goal towards which they shall move. The 
symphony of reason and instinct is organised. The dark¬ 
ness grows bright. On the long ribbon of the winding 
road, at intervals, there are brilliant fires, which in their 
turn shall be in the work of creation* the nucleus of little 
planetary worlds linked up in the girdle of their solar 
system. . . . 



ri1 ITt xxxxd Uod loosed. down on ms woxjk. nmo. ne saw 
that it was not yet good” 

The Master’s eyes take in the whole of His creation, and 
His hand perfects its harmony. . . . 

The dream is ended. Te Deum. ... 
The white clouds of summer, like great birds of light, 

slowly soar and hover ; and the heavens are filled with then 
widespread wings. 

And yet his life was very far from being one with his 
art. A man of his kind cannot do without love, not 
merely that equable love which the spirit of an artist sheds 
on all things in the world, but a love that knows preference. : 
he must always be giving himself to the creatures of his 
choice. They are the roots of the tree. Through them 
his heart’s blood is renewed. 

Christopher’s heart’s blood was nothing like dried up. 
He was steeped in a love which was the best part of his 
joy, a twofold love, for Grazia’s daughter and Olivier’s 
son. He united them in thought, and was to unite them 
in reality. 

Georges and Aurora had met at Colette’s : Aurora lived 
in her cousin’s house.* She spent part of the year in Rome 
and the rest in Paris. She was eighteen: Georges five 
years older. She was tall, erect, elegant, with a small 
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head, and an open countenance, fair hair, a dark com¬ 
plexion, a slight down on her lips, bright eyes vn4'i a 
laughing expression behind which lay busy thougnts, a 
rather plump chin, brown hands, beautiful round strong 
arms, and a fine bust, and she always looked gay, proud, 
and worldly. She was not at all intellectual, hardly at all 
sentimental, and she had inherited her mother’s careless 
indolence. She would sleep eleven hours on end. The 
rest of the time she spent in lounging and laughing, only 
half awake. Christopher called her Dornroschen—the 
Sleeping Beauty. She reminded him of his old love, 
Sabine. She used to sing as she went to bed, and when 
she got up, and laugh for no reason at all, with merry 
childish laughter, and then gulp it down with a sort of 
hiccough. It were impossible to tell how she spent the 
time. All Colette’s efforts to equip her with the brilliant 
artificiality which is so easily imposed on the mind of a 
young girl, like a kind of lacquered varnish, had been 
wasted : the varnish would not hold. She learned nothing : 
she would take months to read a book, and would like it 
immensely, though in a week she would forget both its 
title and its subject: without the least embarrassment she 
would make mistakes in spelling, and when she spoke of 
learned matters she would fall into the most comical 
blunders. She was refreshing in her youth, her gaiety, 
her lack of intellectuality, even in her faults, her thought¬ 
lessness which sometimes amounted to indifference, and 
her naive egoism. She was always so spontaneous. 
Young as she was, and simple and indolent, she could 
when she pleased play the coquette, though in all inno¬ 
cence : then she would spread her net for young men and 
go sketching, or play the nocturnes of Chopin, or carry 
books of poetry which she had not read, and indulge in 
conversations and hats that were about equally idealistic. 

Christopher would watch her and laugh gently to him¬ 
self. He had a fatherly tenderness, indulgent and teasing, 
for Aurora. And he had also a secret feeling of worship 
for the woman he had loved who had come again with 
new youth for another love than his. No one knew the 
depth of his affection. Only Aurora ever suspected it. 
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From her childhood she had almost always been used to 
having Christopher near her, and she used to regard him 
as one of her family. In her old sorrow at being less 
loved than her brother she had instinctively drawn near 
to Christopher. She divined that he had a similar sorrow ; 
he saw her grief : and though they never exchanged confi¬ 
dences, they shared each other’s feelings. Later, when 
she discovered the feeling that united her mother and 
Christopher, it seemed to her that she was in the secret, 
though they had never told her. She knew the meaning 
of the message with which Grazia had charged her as she 
lay dying, and of the ring which was now on Christopher’s 
hand. So there existed hidden ties between her and 
Christopher, ties which she did not need to understand, to 
feel them in their complexity. She was sincerely attached 
to her old friend, although she could never have made the 
effort necessary to play or to read his work. Though she 
was a fairly good musician, she had never even had the 
curiosity to cut the pages of a score he had dedicated to 
her. She loved to come and have an intimate talk with 
him.—She came more often when she found out that she 
might meet Georges Jeannin in his rooms. 

And Georges, too, found an extraordinary interest in 
Christopher’s company. 

However, the two young people were slow to realise 
their real feelings. They had at first looked at each 
other mockingly. They were hardly at all alike. He 
was quicksilver, she was still water. But it was not long 
before quicksilver tried to appear more at rest, and 
sleeping water awoke. Georges would criticise Aurora’s 
clothes, and her Italian taste—a slight want of feeling for 
modulation and a certain preference for crude colours. 
Aurora used to delight in teasing Georges, and imitating 
his rather hurried and precious way of speaking. And 
while they laughed at each other, they both took pleasure 
. . . im laughing, or in entertaining each other ? They 
used to entertain Christopher too, and, far from gain¬ 
saying them, he woujd maliciously transpose these little 
poisoned darts from one to the other. They pretended 
not to care : but they soon discovered that they cared only 

vol. iv. 33 
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too much; and both, especially Georges, being incapable 
of concealing their annoyance, as soon as they met they 
would begin sparring. Their wounds were slight: they 
were afraid of hurting each other: and the hand which 
dealt the blow was so dear to the recipient of it that they 
both found more pleasure in the hurts they received than 
in those they gave. They used to watch each other 
curiously, and their eyes, seeking defects, would find only 
attractions. But they would not admit it. Each, to 
Christopher, would declare that the other was unbearable, 
but, for all that, they were not slow to seize every oppor¬ 
tunity of meeting that Christopher gave them. 

One day when Aurora was with her old friend to tell 
him that she would come and see him on the following 
Sunday in the morning, Georges rushed in, like a whirl¬ 
wind as usual, to tell Christopher that he was coming on 
Sunday afternoon. On Sunday morning Christopher 
waited in vain for Aurora. At the hour mentioned by 
Georges she appeared, and asked him to forgive her 
because it had been impossible for her to come in the 
morning: she embroidered her excuses with a circum¬ 
stantial story. Christopher was amused by her innocent 
roguery, and said : 

“ It is a pity. You would have seen Georges : he came 
and lunched with me; but he would not stay this after¬ 
noon.55 

Aurora was discomfited, and did not listen to anything 
Christopher said. He went on talking good-humouredly. 
She replied absently, and was not far from being cross 
with him. Came a ring at the bell. It was Georges. 
Aurora was amazed. Christopher looked at her and 
laughed. She saw that he had been making fun of her, 
and laughed and blushed. He shook his finger at her 
waggishly. Suddenly she ran and kissed him warmly. 
He whispered to her : 

“ Biricchina, ladroncdla, furbetta. ...” * 
And she laid her hand on his lips to silence him. 
Georges could make nothing of their kissing and 

laughter. His expression of astonishment, almost of 
vexation, added to their joy. 
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nothing of the kind: human nature cares little for con¬ 
tradiction. While morality was becoming more free, the 
mind was becoming less so; it was demanding that 
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and many intellectuals. Nothing could be more curious 
than the way in which Georges, who was naturally critical 
and perfectly irreligious, scepticism being to him as easy 
as breathing, Georges, who had never cared for God or 
devil—a true Frenchman, laughing at everything—sud¬ 
denly declared that there lay the truth. He needed truth 
of some sort, and this sorted well with his need of action, 
his atavistic French bourgeois characteristics, and his 
weariness of liberty. The young fool had wandered long 
enough, and he returned of his own accord to be harnessed 
to the plough of his race. The example of a number of 
his friends was enough for him. Georges was hyper¬ 
sensitive to the least atmospheric pressure of the ideas 
that surrounded him, and he was one of the first to be 
caught. And Aurora followed him, as she would have 
followed him anywhere. At once they felt sure of them¬ 
selves, and despised everybody who did not think as they 
did. The irony of jit! These two frivolous children were 
sincerely devout, while the moral purity, the serious and 
ardent efforts of Grazia and Olivier had never helped them 
to be so, in spite of their desire. 

Christopher watched their spiritual evolution with 
sympathetic curiosity. He did not try to fight against 
it, as Emmanuel would have done, for Emmanuel’s free 
idealism was up in arms against this return of the ancient 
foe. It is vain to fight against the passing wind. One 
can only wait for it to go. The reason of humanity was 
exhausted. It had just made a gigantic effort. It was 
overcome with sleep, and, like a child worn out by a long 
day, before going to sleep, it was saying its prayers. The 
gate of dreams had reopened ; in the train of religion came 
little puffs of theosophy, mysticism, esoteric faiths, oc¬ 
cultism to visit the chambers of the Western mind. Even 
philosophy was wavering. Their gods of thought, Bergson 
and William James, were tottering. Even science was 
attainted, even science was showing the signs *of the 
fatigue of reason. We have a moment’s respite. Let us 
breathe. To-morrow the mind wilj awake again, more 
alert, more free. . . . Sleep is good when a man has 
worked hard. Christopher, who had had little time for it, 



Me as amused by tneir naive impertinence. 
sc You may as well say straight out,55 he observed one 

day when they had ^crushed him with their disdainful 
manner. “ You may as well say that I am a stupid old 
man.55 
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“ No, no, my dear old friend,55 said Aurora, laughing 
heartily. “ You are the best of men, but there are some 
things that you do not know.55 

“ And that you do know, my girl ? You are very wise !55 
“ Don’t laugh at me. I know nothing much. But 

Georges knows.55 
Christopher smiled : 
“ Yes. You are right, my dear. The man you love 

always knows.55 
It was much more difficult for him to tolerate their 

music than to put up with their intellectual superiority. 
They used to try his patience severely. The piano was 
given no rest when they were in his rooms. It seemed 
that love had roused them to song, like the birds. But 
they were by a long way not so skilled in singing. Aurora 
had no illusions as to her talent, but she was quite other¬ 
wise about her fiance : she could see no difference between 
Georges’s playing and Christopher’s. Perhaps she pre¬ 
ferred Georges’s style, and Georges, in spite ofs his ironic 
subtlety, was never far from being convinced by his sweet¬ 
heart’s belief in him. Christopher never contradicted 
them: maliciously he would concur in the girl’s opinion 
(except when, as sometimes happened, he could bear it no 
longer, and would rush away, banging the doors). With 
an affectionate, pitying smile he would listen to Georges 
playing Tristan on the piano. The unhappy young man 
would conscientiously apply himself to the transcription 
of the formidable pages with all the amiable sweetness of 
a young girl, and a young girl’s tender feeling. Christo¬ 
pher used to laugh to himself. He would never tell the 
boy why he laughed. He would kiss him. He loved him 
as he was. Perhaps he loved him the more for it. . . . 
Poor boy ! . . . Oh! the vanity of art! . . . 

He used often to talk about “ his children ”—(for so he 
called them)—to Emmanuel. Emmanuel, who was fond 
of Georges, used jokingly to say that Christopher ought 
to hand him over to him. He had Aurora, and it was not 
fair. He was grabbing everything. 

Their friendship had become almost legendary in 
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Parisian society, though they lived apart from it. 
Emmanuel had grown passionately devoted to Christo¬ 
pher, though his pride would not let him show it. He 
covered it up with his brusque manners, and sometimes 
used to be absolutely rude to Christopher. But Christo¬ 
pher was not deceived. He knew how deeply attached 
to him Emmanuel was, and he knew the worth of his 
affection. No week went by but they met two or three 
times. When they were prevented by ill-health from 
going out, they used to write to each other. Their letters 
might have been written from places far removed from 
Paris. They were less interested in external happenings 
than in the progress of the mind in science and art. 
They lived in their ideas, pondering their art, or beneath 
the chaos of facts perceiving the little undistinguished 
gleam which reveals the progress of the history of the 
human mind. 

Generally it was Christopher who visited Emmanuel. 
Although, since a recent illness, he was not much better 
in health than his friend, he had grown used to thinking 
that Emmanuel’s health called for more consideration 
than his own. Christopher could not now ascend Em¬ 
manuel’s six flights of stairs without difficulty, and when 
he reached the top he had to wait a moment to recover 
his breath. They were both incapable of taking care of 
themselves. In defiance of their weak throats and their 
fits of despondency, they were inveterate smokers. That 
was one of the reasons why Christopher preferred that 
they should meet in Emmanuel’s rooms rather than in 
his own, for Aurora used to declare war on his habit of 
smoking, and he used to hide away from her. Sometimes 
they would both break out coughing in the middle of their 
conversation, and then they would break off and look 
at each other guiltily like schoolboys, and laugh : and 
sometimes one would lecture the other while he was 
coughing ; but as soon as he had recovered his breath the 
other would vigorously protest that smoking had nothing 
to do with it. • 

On Emmanuel’s table, in a clear space among the papers, 
a grey cat would sit and gravely look at the smokers with 
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an air of reproach. Christopher used to say that it was 
their living conscience, and, by way of stifling it, he would 
cover it up with his hat. It was a wretched beast, of the 
commonest kind, that Emmanuel had picked up half-dead 
in the street; it had never really recovered from the brutal 
handling it had received, and ate very little, and hardly 
ever played, and never made any noise : it was very gentle, 
and used to follow its master about with its intelligent 
eyes, and be unhappy when he was absent, and quite 
content to sit on the table by his side, only breaking off its 
musing ecstatically, for hours together, to watch the cage 
where the inaccessible birds fluttered about, purring 
politely at the least mark of attention, patiently submit¬ 
ting to Emmanuel’s capricious, and Christopher’s rough, 
attentions, and always being very careful not to scratch 
or bite. It was very delicate, and one of its eyes was 
always weeping : it used to cough : and if it had been able 
to speak it would certainly not have had the effrontery, 
like the two men, to declare that “ the smoke had nothing 
to do with it ” ; but it accepted everything at their 
hands, and seemed to think : 

“ They are men. They know what they are doing.” 
Emmanuel was fond of the beast because he saw a 

certain similarity between its lot and his own. Christo¬ 
pher used to declare that the resemblance was even 
extended to the expression in their eyes. 

“ Why not ?” Emmanuel would say. 
Animals reflect their surroundings. Their faces grow 

refined or the reverse according to the people with whom 
they live. "A fool’s cat has a different expression from 
that of a clever man’s cat. A domestic animal will 
become good or bad, frank or sly, sensitive or stupid, not 
only according to what its master teaches it, but also 
according to what its master is. And this is true not 
only of the influence of men. Places fashion animals in 
their own image. A clear, bright landscape will li§ht up 
the eyes of animals.—Emmanuel’s grey cat was in har¬ 
mony with the stuffy garret and ita ailing master, who 
lived under the Parisian sky. 

Emmanuel had grown more human. He was not the 
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same man that he had been at the time of his first 
acquaintance with Christopher. He had been profoundly 
shaken by a domestic tragedy. His companion, whom, 
in a moment of exasperation, he had made too clearly 
feel how tiresome the burden of her affection was to him, 
had suddenly disappeared. Frantic with anxiety, he spent 
a whole night looking for her, and at last he found her in a , 
police station where she was being retained. She had 
tried to throw herself into the Seine; a passer-by had 
caught hold of her by the clothes, and pulled her back 
just as she was clambering over the parapet of the bridge; 
she had refused to give her name and address, and made 
another attempt on her life. The sight of her grief had 
overwhelmed Emmanuel; he could not bear the thought 
that, having suffered so much at the hands of others, he, 
in his turn, was causing suffering. He brought the poor 
crazed creature back to his rooms, and did his best to heal 
the wound he had dealt her, and to win her back to the 
confidence in his affection she so sorely needed. He 
suppressed his feeling of revolt, and resigned himself to 
her absorbing love, and devoted to her the remainder of 
his life. The whole sap of his genius had rushed back to 
his heart. The apostle of action had come to the belief 
that there was only one course of action that was really 
good—not to do evil. His part was played. It seemed 
that the Force which raises the great human tides had 
used him only as an instrument, to let loose action. Once 
his orders were carried out, he was nothing : action pursued 
its way without him. He watched it moving on, almost 
resigned to the injustice which touched him personally, 
though not altogether to that which concerned his faith. 
For although, as a free-thinker, he claimed to be free of 
all religion and used humorously to call Christopher a 
clerical in disguise, like every sturdy spirit, he had Ms 
altar on wMch he deified the (breams to wMch he sacrificed 
hims&if. The altar was deserted now, and Emmanuel 
suffered. How could he without suffering see the blessed 
ideas, wMch he had^so hardly led to victory, the ideas for 
which, during the last hundred years, all the finest men 
had suffered such bitter torment—how could he see them 
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trampled underfoot by the oncoming generation ? The 
whole magnificent inheritance of French idealism—the 
faith in Liberty, which had its saints, martyrs, heroes, the 
love of humanity, the reiigious aspiration towards the 
brotherhood of nations and races—all, all was with blind 
brutality pillaged by the younger generation! What 
madness is it in them that makes them sigh for the 
monsters we had vanquished, submit to the yoke that we 
had broken, call back with great shouts the reign of 
Force, and kindle Hatred and the insanity of war in the 
heart of my beloved France ! 

“It is not only in France,” Christopher would say 
laughingly, “ it is throughout the entire world. From 
Spain to China blows the same keen wind. There is not 
a comer anywhere for a man to find shelter from the wind ! 
It is becoming a joke: even in my little Switzerland, 
which is turning nationalist!” 

“ You find that comforting ?” 
“ Certainly. It shows that such waves of feeling are 

not due to the ridiculous passions of a few men, but to a 
hidden God. who controls the universe. And I have 
learned to bow before that God. It I do not understand 
Trim that is my fault, not His. Try to understand Him. 
But how many of you take the trouble to do that ? You 
live from day to day, and see no farther than the next 
milestone, and you imagine that it marks the end of the 
road. You see the wave that bears you along, but you 
do not see the sea ! The wave of to-day is the wave of 
yesterday ; it is the wave of our souls that prepared the 
way for it. The wave of to-day will plough the ground 
for the wave of to-morrow, which will wipe out its memory 
as the memory of ours is wiped out. I neither admire 
nor dread the naturalism of the present time. It will 
pass away with the present time : it is passing, it has 
already passed. It is a rung in the ladder. Climb to the 
top of it! It is the advance-guard of the coming army. 
Hark to the sound of'its fifes and drums ! . . .” 

(Christopher drummed on the tabk, and woke tne cat 
which sprang away.) 

“ . Every nation now feels the imperious necessity 
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of gathering its forces and making up its balance-sheet. 
For the last hundred years all the nations have been 
transformed by their mutual intercourse and the immense 
contributions of all the brains of the universe, building up 
new morality, new knowledge, new faith. Every man 
must examine his conscience, and know exactly what he 
is and what he has, before he can enter with the rest into 
the new age. A new age is coming. Humanity is on the 
point of signing a new lease of life. Society is on the 
point of springing into new vigour with new laws. It is 
Sunday to-morrow. Everyone is making up his accounts 
for the week, setting his house in order, making it clean 
and tidy, that, with other men, we may go into the 
presence of our common God and make a new compact 
of alliance with Him.” 

Emmanuel looked at Christopher, and his eyes reflected 
the passing vision. He was silent for some time after 
Christopher had finished speaking, and then he said : 

“ You are lucky, Christopher! You do not see the 
night!” 

“ I can see in the dark,” said Christopher. “ I have 
lived in it enough. I am an old owl.” 

About this time his friends noticed a change in his 
manner. He was often distracted and absent-minded. 
He hardly listened to what was said to him. He had an 
absorbed, smiling expression. When his absent-minded¬ 
ness was commented upon he would gently excuse himself. 
Sometimes he would speak of himself in the third person : 

“ Krafft will do that for you. ...” * 
or, 

“ Christopher will laugh at that. . . 
People who did not know him said : 
“What extraordinary self-infatuation !” 
But it was just the opposite. He saw himself from the 

outsicle, as a stranger. He had reached the stage when 
a man loses interest even in the struggle for the beautiful, 
because, when a man has done his work, he is inclined to 
believe that others will do theirs, and that, when all is 
told, a,s Kodin says, “ the beautiful will always triumph.” 
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The malevolence and injustice of men did not repel him.— 
He would laugh and tell himself that it was not natural, 
that life was ebbing away from him. 

In fact, he had lost much of his old vigour. The least 
physical effort, a long walk, a fast drive, exhausted him. 
He quickly lost his breath, and he had pains in his heart. 

. Sometimes he would think of his old friend Schulz. He 
never told anybody what he was feeling. It was no good. 
It was useless to upset his friends, and he would never get 
any better. Besides he did not take his symptoms 
seriously. He far more dreaded having to take care of 
himself than being ill. 

He had an inward presentiment and a desire to see his 
country once more. He had postponed going from year 
to year, always saying—“ next year. . . Now he 
would postpone it no longer. 

He did not tell anyone, and went away by stealth. 
The journey was short. Christopher found nothing that 
he had come to seek. The changes that had been in the 
making on his last visit were now fully accomplished : 
the little town had become a great industrial city. The 
old houses had disappeared. The cemetery also was gone. 
Where Sabine’s farm had stood was now a factory with 
tall chimneys. The river had washed away the meadows 
where Christopher had played as a child. A street (and 
such a street!) between black buildings bore his name. 
The whole of the past was dead, even death itself. . . . 
So be it! Life was going on : perhaps other little Christo¬ 
phers were dreaming, suffering, straggling, in the shabby 
houses in the street that was called after him.—At a 
concert in the gigantic Torihalle he heard some of his 
music played, all topsy-turvy : he hardly recognised it. 
... So be it! Though it were misunderstood it might 
perhaps arouse new energy. We sowed the seed. Do 
what you will with it: feed on us.—At nightfall Christo¬ 
pher walked through the fields outside the city; ‘great 
mists were rolling over them, and he thought of the great 
mists that should enshroud his life, and those whom he had 
loved, who were gone from the earth, who had taken 
refuge in his heart, who, like himself, would be covered 
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of gathering its forces and making up its balance-sheet. 
For the last hundred years all the nations have been 
transformed by their mutual intercourse and the immense 
contributions of all the brains of the universe, building up 
new morality, new knowledge, new faith. Every man 
must examine his conscience, and know exactly what he 
is and what he has, before he can enter with the rest into 
the new age. A new age is coming. Humanity is on the 
point of signing a new lease of life. Society is on the 
point of springing into new vigour with new laws. It is 
Sunday to-morrow. Everyone is making up his accounts 
for the week, setting his house in order, making it clean 
and tidy, that, with other men, we may go into the 
presence of our common God and make a new compact 
of alliance with Him.55 

Emmanuel looked at Christopher, and his eyes reflected 
the passing vision. He was silent for some time after 
Christopher had finished speaking, and then he said : 

“ You are lucky, Christopher! You do not see the 
night !55 

“ I can see in the dark,55 said Christopher. “ I have 
lived in it enough. I am an old owl.55 

About this time his friends noticed a change in his 
manner. He was often distracted and absent-minded. 
He hardly listened to what was said to him. He had an 
absorbed, smiling expression. When his absent-minded¬ 
ness was commented upon he would gently excuse himself. 
Sometimes he would speak of himself in the third person : 

“ Krafft will do that for you. . . .55 • 
or, 

“ Christopher will laugh at that. . . 
People who did not know him said : 
“What extraordinary self-infatuation !59 

But it was just the opposite. He saw himself from the 
outsicle, as a stranger. He had reached the stage when 
a man loses interest even in the struggle for the beautiful, 
because, when a man has done his work, he is inclined to 
believe that others will do theirs, and that, when all is 
told, a,s Kodin says, “ the beautiful will always triumph.55 
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her prayer-book, folded in front of her.r For a momen 
her sombre, tired eyes met Christopher’s. And the; 
looked at each other. And they did not recognise eac] 
other. She passed on, straight and stiff, and neve 
tamed her head. It was only after a moment that sud 
denly, in a flash of memory, beneath the frozen smile, h< 
recognised the lips he had kissed by a certain fold ir 
them. ... He gasped for breath and his knees trembled 
He thought: 

“ Lord, is that the body in which she dwelt whom 1 
loved ? Where is she ? Where is she ? And where am 
I, myself ? Where is the man who loved her 1 What 
is there left of us and the cruel love that consumed us ?— 
Ashes. Where is the fire ?” 

And his God answered and said : 
“ In Me.” 
Then he raised his eyes and saw her for the last time 

in the crowd passing through the door into the sunlight'. 

It was shortly after his return to Paris that he made 
peace with his old enemy, L6vy-Cceur, who had been 
attacking him for a long time with equal malicious talent 
and bad faith. Then, having attained the highest success, 
glutted with honours, satiated, appeased, he had been 
clever enough secretly to recognise Christopher’s superi¬ 
ority, and had made advances to him. Christopher pre¬ 
tended to notice neither attacks nor advances. Levy- 
Coeur wearied of it. They lived in the same neighbour¬ 
hood and used often to meet. As they passed each other 
Christopher «would look through Levy-Coeur, who was 
exasperated by this cairn way of ignoring his existence. 

He had a daughter between eighteen and twenty, a 
pretty, elegant girl, with a profile like a lamb, a cloud of 
iurly fair hair, soft coquettish eyes, and a Luini smile. 
They used to go for walks together, and Christopher often 
net them in the Luxembourg Gardens ; they seeme<f very 
ntimate, and the girl would walk arm-in-arm with her 
rather. Absent-minded though he was, Christopher never 
!ailed to notice a pretty face, and he had a weakness for 
he girl. He would think of Levy-Cceur : 
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“ Lucky beast'!55 
But then he would add proudly : 
“ But I too have a daughter.55 
And he used to compare the two. In the comparison 

his bias was all in favour of Aurora, but it led him to create 
in his mind a sort of imaginary friendship between the 
two girls, though they did not know each other, and even, 
without his knowing it, to a certain feeling for Levy-Ceeur. 

When he returned from Germany he heard that “ the 
lamb 55 was dead. In his fatherly selfishness his first 
thought was : 

“ Suppose it had been mine !” 
And he was filled with an immense pity for Levy-Cceur. 

His first impulse was to write to him : he began two letters, 
but was not satisfied, was ashamed of them, and did not 
send either. But $ few days later when he met Levy- 
Coeur with a weary, miserable face, it was too much for 
Mm : he went straight up to the poor wretch and held out 
both hands to Mm. Levy-Ooeur, with a little hesitation, 
took them in his. Christopher said : 

“ You have lost her ! . . .” 
The emotion in his voice touched Levy-Coeur. It was 

so unexpected ! He felt inexpressibly grateful. . . . They 
talked for a little sadly and confusedly. When they 
parted nothing was left of all that had divided them. 
They had fought: it was inevitable, no doubt: each man 
must fulfil the law of his nature ! But when men see the 
end of the tragi-comedy coming, they put ofi the passions 
that masked them, and meet face to face,—two men, of 
whom neither is of much greater worth than the other, 
who, when they have played their parts to the best of 
their ability, have the right in the end to shake hands. 

The marriage of Georges and Aurora had been fixed for 
the early spring. Christopher’s health was declining 
rapidly. He had seen Ms children watching Mm 
anxiously. Once he heard them wMspering to each other. 
Georges was saying: t . . _ „ 

“ How ill he looks ! He looks as though he might fall 
ill at any moment.55 
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And Aurora replied: 
“ If only he does not delay our marriage !” 
He did not forget it. Poor children ! They might be 

sure that he would not disturb their happiness ! 
But he was inconsiderate enough on the eve of the 

marriage—(he had been absurdly excited as the day 
drew near : as excited as though it were he who was going 
to be married)—he was stupid enough to be attacked by 
his old trouble, a recurrence of pneumonia, which had 
first attacked him in the days of the Market-Place. He 
was furious with himself, and dubbed himself fool and 
idiot. He swore that he would not give in until the 
marriage had taken place. He thought of Grazia as she 
lay dying, never telling him of her illness because of his 
approaching concert, for fear lest he should be distracted 
from his work and pleasure. Now Ke loved the idea of 
doing for her daughter—for her—what she had done for 
him. He concealed his condition, but he found it hard 
to keep himself going. However, the happiness of his 
children made him so happy that he managed to support 
the long ordeal of the religious ceremony without disaster. 
But he had hardly reached Colette’s house than his 
strength gave out: he had just time enough to shut him¬ 
self up in a room, and then he fainted. He was found by a 
servant. When he came to himself Christopher forbade 
them to say anything to the bride and bridegroom who 
were going off on their honeymoon in the evening. They 
were too much taken up with themselves to notice any¬ 
thing else. They left him gaily, promising to write to 
him to-morrow, and afterwards. . . . 

As soon as they were gone, Christopher took to his bed. 
He was feverish, and could not shake off the fever. He 
was alone. Emmanuel was ill too, and could not come. 
Christopher did not call in a doctor. He did not think his 
condition was serious. Besides, he had no servant to go 
for a doctor. The housekeeper who came for two1, hours 
in the morning took no interest in him, and he dispensed 
with her services. He had a dozen tynes begged her not to 
touch any of his papers when she was dusting his room. 
She would do it: she thought she had a fine opportunity 
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to do as she liked,* now that he was confined to his bed. 
In the mirror of his wardrobe door he saw her from his 
bed turning the whole room upside down. He was so 
furious—(no, assuredly the old Adam was not dead in 
him !)—that he jumped out of bed, snatched a packet of 
papers out of her hands, and showed her the door. His 
anger cost him a bout of fever and the departure of the 
servant, who lost her temper and never returned, without 
even taking the trouble to tell the £C old madman,55 as she 
called him. So he was left, ill, with no one to look after 
him. He would get up in the morning to take in the jug 
of milk left at the door, and to see if the portress had not 
slipped under the door the promised letter from the lovers. 
The letter did not come : they had forgotten him in their 
happiness. He was not angry with them, and thought 
that in their place Be would have done the same. He 
thought of their careless joy, and that it was he had given 
it to them. 

He was a little better and was able to get up when at 
last a letter came from Aurora. Georges had been content 
to add his signature. Aurora asked very little about 
Christopher and told very little, but, to make up for it, 
she gave him a commission, begging him to send her a 
necktie she had left at Colette’s. Although it was not at 
all important—(Aurora had only thought of it as she 
sat down to write to Christopher, and then only because 
she wanted something to say),—Christopher was only too 
delighted to be of use, and went out at once to fetch it. 
The weather was cold and gusty. The winter had taken 
an unpleasant turn. Melting snow, and^ am icy wind. 
There were no carriages to be had. Christopher spent 
some time in a parcels’ office. The rudeness of the clerks 
and their deliberate slowness made him imtable, which 
did not help his business on. His illness was partly 
responsible for his gusts of anger, which the tranquillity 
of his mind repudiated; they shook his body, like the 
last tremors of an oak falling under the blows of an axe. 
He returned chilled and trembling. As he entered, the 
portress handed him a cutting from a review. He glanced 
at it. It was a spiteful attack upon himself. They were 

QA. 
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growing rare in these days. There is no pleasure in 
attacking a man who never notices the blows dealt him. 
The most violent of his enemies were reduced to a feeling 
of respect for him, which exasperated them, for they still 
detested him. 

“ We Idieve” said Bismarck, almost regretfully, “that 
nothing is more involuntary than love. Respect is even 
more so. . . .” 

But the writer of the article was one of those strong 
men, who, being better armed than Bismarck, escape both 
respect and love. He spoke of Christopher in insulting 
terms, and announced a series of attacks during the 
following fortnight: Christopher began to laugh, and said 
as he went to bed again : 

“ He will be surprised ! He won’t find me at home !” 
They tried to make him have a nurse, but he refused 

obstinately, saying that he had lived alone so much that 
he thought he might at least have the benefit of his 
solitude at such a time. 

He was never bored. During these last years he had 
constantly been engrossed in dialogues with himself; it 
was as though his soul was twofold ; and for some months 
past his inward company had been considerably aug¬ 
mented : not two souls, but ten, now dwelt in him. They 
held converse among themselves, though more often they 
sang. He would take part in their conversation, or he 
would hold his peace and listen to them. He had always 
on his bed, or on the table, within reach of his hand, 
music-paper on which he used to take down their remarks 
and his own, and laugh at their rejoinders. It was a 
mechanical habit: the two actions, thinking and writing, 
had become almost simultaneous with him; writing was 
thinking out loud to him. Everything that took him 
away from the company of his many souls exhausted and 
irritated him, even the friends he loved best, sometimes. 
He tried hard not to let them see it, but such constraint 
induced an extreme lassitude. He was very happy when 
he came to himself again, for he would lose himself : it 
was impossible to hear the inward voices amid the chatter¬ 
ing of human beings. Divine silence! • * . 





! 

532 JOHN CHRISTOPHER 

of seed-time and harvest, the splendid hard work, were at 
an end, having won the right to rest at the feet of the 
sunlit mountains, and to say to them : 

“ Be ye blessed ! I shall not reach your light, but very 
sweet to me is your shade. . . .” 

Then the beloved had appeared to him : she had taken 
him by the hand ; and death, breaking down the barrier^ 
of her body, had poured the pure soul of the beloved into* 
the soul of her lover. Together they had issued from the 
shadow of days, and they had reached the happy heights 
where, like the three Graces, in a noble round, the past, 
the present, and the future, clasped hands, where the 
heart at rest sees griefs and joys in one moment spring to 
life, flower, and die, where all is Harmony. . . . 

He was in too great a hurry. JEe thought he had 
already reached that place. The vice which gripped his 
panting bosom, and the tumultuous whirl of images beat¬ 
ing against the walls of his burning brain, reminded hfm 
that the last stage and the hardest was yet to run. . . . 
Onward ! . . . 

He lay motionless upon his bed. In the room above 
him some silly woman would go on playing the piano for 
hours. She only knew one piece, and she would go on 
tirelessly repeating the same bars ; they gave her so much 
pleasure ! They were a joy, an emotion to her; every 
colour, every kind of form was in them. And Christopher 
could understand her happiness, but she made him weep 
with exasperation. If only she would not hit the keys so 
hard ! No%e was as odious to Christopher as vice. . . . 
In the end he became resigned to it. It was hard to learn 
not to hear. And yet it was less difficult than he thought. 
He would leave his sick, coarse body. How humiliating 
it was to have'been shut up in it for so many years ! He 
would watch its decay and think : 

“ It will not go on much longer.” • 
He would feel the pulse of his human egoism and 

wonder: 
“ Which would you prefer % To have the name and 

personality of Christopher become immortal and his work 
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disappear, or to Lave Ms work endure and no trace be 
left of Ms personality and name 

Without a moment’s hesitation he replied . 
“ Let me disappear and my work endure ! My gain is 

twofold : for only what is most true of me, the real truth 
of myself will remain. Let Christopher perish ! . . .” 

* But very soon he felt that he was becoming as much a 
stranger to Ms work as to Mmself. How childish was the 
illusion of believing that Ms art would endure ! He saw 
clearly not only how little he had done, but how surely all 
modern music was doomed to destruction. More quickly 
than any other the language of music is consumed by its 
own heat; at the end of a century or two it is understood 
only by a few initiates. For how many do Monteverdi 
and Lully still ? Already the oaks of the classic 
forest are eaten away with moss. Our buildings of sound, 
in. which our passions sing, will soon be empty temples, 
will soon crumble away into oblivion.—And Christopher 
was amazed to find Mmself gazing at the ruins un¬ 
troubled. 

“ Have I begun to love life less f5 he wondered. 
But at once he understood that he loved it more. . . . 

Why weep over the ruins of art 1 They are not worth it. 
Art is the shadow man casts upon Nature. Let them 
disappear together, sucked up by the sun’s rays ! They 
prevent my seeing the sun.—The vast treasure of Nature 
passes through our fingers. Human intelligence tries to 
catch the running water in the meshes of a net. Our 
music is an illusion. Our scale of souiids is an invention. 
It answers to no living sound. It is a compromise of 
the mind between real sounds, the application of the 
metric system to the moving infinite. The mind needs 
such a lie as tMs to understand the incomprehensible, and 
the mind has believed the lie, because it wished to believe 
it. !Qut it is not true. It is not alive. And the delight 
which the mind takes in tMs order of its own creation has 
only been obtained by falsifying the direct intuition of 
what is. From time* to time, a genius, in passing contact 
with the earth, suddenly perceives the torrent of reality, 
overflowing the continent of art. The dykes crack fox 
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a moment. Nature creeps in through a fissure. But at 
once the gap is stopped up. It must be done to safeguard 
the reason of mankind. It would perish if its eyes met 
the eyes of Jehovah. Then once more it begins to 
strengthen the walls of its cell, which nothing enters from 
without, except it have first been wrought upon. And it 
is beautiful, perhaps, for those who will not see. . . .» 
But for me, I will see Thy face, Jehovah ! I will hear the 
thunder of Thy voice, though it bring me to nothingness. 
The noise of art is an hindrance to me. Let the mind hold 
its peace ! Let man be silent! . . . 

But a few minutes after this harangue he groped for 
one of the sheets of paper that lay scattered on his bed, 
and he tried to write down a few m<*pe notes. When he 
saw the contradiction of it, he smiled and said : 

<€ Oh, my music, companion of all my days, thou art 
better than I. I am an ingrate : I send thee away from 
me. But thou wilt not leave me : thou wilt not be re¬ 
pulsed at my caprice. Forgive me. Thou knowest these 
are but whimsies. I have never betrayed thee, thou hast 
never betrayed me ; and we are sure of each other. We 
will go home together, my friend. Stay with me to the 
end.55 

Bleib bei uns. . . . 

He awoke from a long torpor, heavy with fever and 
dreams. Strange dreams, of which he was still full.* And 
now he looked at himself, touched himself, sought and 
could not find himself. He seemed to himself to be 
“ another.” Another, dearer than iximself. . . . Who ? 
,. It seemed to him that in his dreams another soul had 
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taken possession 9oi Mm. Olivier ? Grazia ? . . . His 
heart and his head were so weak ! He could not dis¬ 
tinguish between Ms loved ones. Why should he dis¬ 
tinguish between them % He loved them all equally. 

He lay bound in a sort of overwhelming beatitude. 
He made no attempt to move. He knew that sorrow lay 

Jin ambush for him, like a cat waiting for a mouse. He lay 
like one dead. Already. . . . There was no one in the 
room. Overhead the piano was silent. Solitude. Silence. 
Christopher sighed. 

“ How good it is to think, at the end of life, that I have 
never been alone even in my greatest loneliness ! . . . 
Souls that I have met on the way, brothers, who for a 
moment have held out their hands to me, mysterious 
spirits sprung from my mind, living and dead—all living.— 
0 all that I have loved, all that I have created ! Ye sur¬ 
round me with your warm embrace, ye watch over me. 
I* hear the music of your voices. Blessed be destiny, that 
has given you to me! I am rich, I am rich. . . . My 
heart is full ! . . .” 

He looked out through the window. ... It was one of 
those beautiful sunless days, which, as old Balzac said, 
are like a beautiful blind woman. . . . Christopher was 
passionately absorbed in gazing at the branch of a tree 
that grew in front of the window. The branch was 
swelling, the moist buds were bursting, the little white 
flowers were expanding ; and in the flowers, in the leaves, 
in the whole tree coming to new life, there was such an 
ecstasy of surrender to the new-bom force of spring, that 
Christopher was no longer conscious of his weariness,, his 
depression, his wretched, dying body, and lived again in 
the branch of the tree. He was steeped in the gentle 
radiance of its life. It was like a kiss. His heart, big 
with love, turned to the beautiful tree, smiling there upon 
his 1 ast moments. He thought that at that moment there 
were'creatures loving each other, that to others this hour, 
that was so full of agony for him, was an hour of ecstasy, 
that it is ever thus,, and that the puissant joy of living 
never runs dry. And in a choking voice that would 
pot obey his thoughts—(possibly no sound at ail came 
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from Ms lips, but he knew it not)—hef chanted a hymn 
to life. * 

An invisible orchestra answered Mm. Christopher said 
within himself: 

“ How can they know ? We did not rehearse it. If 
only they can go on to the end without a mistake !” 

He tried to sit up so as to see the whole orchestra, and„ * 
beat time with his arms outstretched. Rut the orchestra 
made no mistake; they were sure of themselves. What 
marvellous music ! How wonderfully they improvised 
the responses ! Christopher was amused. 

“ Wait a bit, old fellow ! I’ll catch you out.” 
And with a tug at the tiller he drove the ship capri¬ 

ciously to left and right through dangerous channels. 
“ How will you get out of that % . . . And tMs ? 

Caught! . . . And what about tMs f ’ 
But they always extricated themselves : they countered 

all Ms audacities with even bolder ventures. 
“ What will they do now % . . . The rascals ! . . .” 
Christopher cried “ Bravo!” and roared with laughter. 
“The devil! It is becoming difficult to follow them ! 

Am I to let them beat me ? . . . But, you know, tMs is 
not a game ! I’m done, now. . . . No matter! They 
shan’t say that they had the last word. . . 

But the orchestra exMbited such an overpoweringly 
novel and abundant fancy that there was notMng to be 
done but to sit and listen open-mouthed. They took his 
breath away. • . . Christopher was filled with pity for 
Mmself. 

“ Idiot !”4ie said to Mmself. “ You are empty. Hold 
your peace! The instrument has given all that it can 
give. Enough of tMs body ! I must have another.” 

But Ms body took its revenge. Violent fits of coughing 
prevented his listening: 

“ Will you hold your peace ?” 
He clutched Ms throat, and thumped Ms chest, wrestled 

with Mmself as with an enemy that he must overthrow. 
He saw Mmself again in the middle ojf a great throng. A 
crowd of men Were shouting all round Mm. One man 
grippe4 Mm with Ms arms. They rolled down on the 
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ground. The other man was on top of him. He was 
choking. 

“ Let me go. I will Lear ! . . . I will Lear! Let me 
go, or I’ll kill you ! . . .” 

He banged the man’s Lead against tLe wall, but the 
man would not let Lim go. 

“ Who is it, now % With whom am I wrestling % What , 
is this body that I hold in my grasp, this body warm 
against me ? . . .” 

A crowd of hallucinations. A chaos of passions. Fury, 
lust, murderous desires, the sting of carnal embraces, the 
last stirring of the mud at the bottom of the pond. . . . 

“ Ah ! Will not the end come soon ? Shall I not pluck 
you off, you leeches clinging to my body % . . . Then let 
my body perish with them !” 

Stiffened in shoulders, loins, knees, Christopher thrust 
%back the invisible enemy. ... He was free.. .. Yonder, 
the music was still playing, farther and farther away. 
Dripping with sweat, broken in body, Christopher held 
his arms out towards it: 

“ Wait for me! Wait for me !” 
He ran after it. He stumbled. He jostled and pushed 

his way- He had run so fast that he could not breathe. 
His heart beat, his blood roared and buzzed in his ears, 
like a train rumbling through a tunnel. . . . 

“ God ! How horrible!” 
He made desperate signs to the orchestra not to go on 

without him. ... At last! He came out of the tunnel 1 
. . . Silence came again. He could hear once more. 

“ How lovely it is ! How lovely ! Encode 1 Bravely, 
my boys ! . . . But who wrote it, who wrote it % . . . 
What do you say % You tell me that John Christopher 
Kxafft wrote it ? Oh ! come ! Nonsense ! I knew him. 
He couldn’t write ten bars of such music as that! . . . 
Whg is that coughing % Don’t make such a noise ! . . . 
What chord is that f . . . And that ? . . . Not so fast! 
Wait! . . ” 

Christopher uttered inarticulate cries ; his hand, clutch¬ 
ing the quilt, moved as if it were writing : and his ex¬ 
hausted brain went m mechanically trying to discover the 
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elements of the chords and their consequents. He could 
not succeed: his emotion made him drop his prize. He 
began all over again. . . . Ah! This time it was too 
difficult. . . . 

“ Stop, stop. ... I can no more. . . .” 
His will relaxed utterly. Softly Christopher closed his 

eyes. Tears of happiness trickled down from his closed 
lids. The little girl who was looking after him, unknown 
to him, piously wiped them away. He lost all conscious¬ 
ness of what was happening. The orchestra had ceased 
playing, leaving him on a dizzy harmony, the riddle of 
which could not be solved. His brain went on saying : 

“ But what chord is that ? How am I to get out of it ? 
I should like to find the way out, before the end. . . .” 

Voices were raised now. A passionate voice. Anna’s 
tragic eyes. . . . But a moment and it was no longer 
Anna. Eyes now so full of kindness. ... 

“ Grazia, is it thou ? . . . Which of you ? Which of 
you 1 I cannot see you clearly. . . . Why is the sun so 
long in coming ?” 

Then bells rang tranquilly. The sparrows at the window 
chirped to remind him of the hour when he was wont to 
give them the breakfast crumbs. ... In his dream Chris¬ 
topher saw the little room of his childhood  The bells. 
Now it is dawn ! The lovely waves of sound fill the light 
air. They come from far away, from the villages down 
yonder.... The murmuring of the river rises from behind 
the house. . . . Once more Christopher stood gazing 
down from the staircase window. All his life flowed 
befofe’his eyes, like the Rhine. All his life, all his lives, 
Louisa, Gottfried, Olivier, Sabine. . . . 

“ Mother, lovers, friends. . . . What are these names % 
. . . Love. . . . Where are you ? Where are you, my 
souls ? I know that you are there, and I cannot take 
you.” 

“ We are with thee. Peace, 0 beloved!” 
“ I will not lose you ever more. I have sought you so 

long!” • r 
“ Be not anxious. We shall never leave thee more.”' 

Alas ! . The stream is bearing me on.” 
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“ The river tlfat bears thee on, bears us with thee.” 
,“ Whither are we going ?” 
“ To the place where we shall be united once more ” 
“ Will it be soon ?” 
“Look.” 
And Christopher, making a supreme effort to raise his 

head—(God ! How heavy it was !)—saw the river over¬ 
flowing its banks, covering the fields, moving on, august, 
slow, almost still. And, like a flash of steel, on the edge 
of the horizon, there seemed to be speeding towards him 
a line of silver streams, quivering in the sunlight. The 
roar of the ocean. ... And his heart sank, and he asked: 

“ Is it He ?” 
And the voices of his loved ones replied: 
“It is He!” 
And his brain dying, said to itself: 
“ The gates are opened. . . . That is the chord I was 

‘seeking ! . . . But it is not the end! There are new 
spaces ! . . .—We will go on, to-morrow.” 

0 joy, the joy of seeing self vanish into the sovereign 
peace of God, whom all his life he had so striven to 
serve ! . . . 

“ Lord, art Thou not displeased with Thy servant ? I 
have done so little. I could do no more. ... I have 
struggled, I have suffered, I have erred, I have created. 
Let me draw breath in Thy Father’s arms. Some day I 
shall be born again for a new fight.” 

And the murmuring of the river and the roaring of the 
sea sans with him : - 

“ Thou shalt he born again. Rest. STflW anyone 
heart. The smile of the night and the day entwined 
Harmony, the august marriage of love and hate. I will 
sing the God of the two mighty wings. Hosanna to life ! 
Hosanna to death ! 

Saint Christopher has crossed the river. Ail night long 
he Has marched against the stream. Like a rock his huge- 
limbed body stands above the water. On his shoulders 
is the Child, frail a»d heavy. Saint Christopher leans on 
a pine-tree that he has plucked up, and it bends. His 
back also bends. Those who saw Mm set out vowed that 
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he would never win through, and for a long time their 
mockery and their laughter followed him. Then the night 
fell and they grew weary. Now Christopher is too far 
away for the cries of those standing on the water’s brink 
to reach him. Through the roar of the torrent he hears 
only the tranquil voice of the Child, clasping a lock of hair 

_ on the giant’s forehead in his little hand, and crying : » 
“ March on.”—And with bowed back, and eyes fixed 
straight in front of him on the dark bank whose towering 
slopes are beginning to gleam white, he marches on. 

Suddenly the Angelas sounds, and the flock of bells 
suddenly springs into wakefulness. It is the new dawn ! 
Behind the sheer black cliff rises the golden glory of the 
invisible sun. Almost falling Christopher at last reaches 
the bank, and he says to the Child : » 

“ Here we are ! How heavy thou wert! Child, who 
art thou ?” 

And the Child answers : 
“ I am the day soon to be bom.” 

“ Christofori faciem die quacunque tueris, 
Ula nempe die non rnorte mala morieris 








